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MEMOIR 

OF 

THE LIFE OP ROBERT BURNS. 



[S celebrated Bard wasborn on the 20th of January, 1760» 
the banks of the Doon, about two miles from Ajr, near 
rbich stand tbe ruins of Alloway Kirk, rendered immortal 
bis admirable Tale of ** Tarn cf Shanter,*' 
[ifl father, William Burns, was a fanner in Ayrshire, a 
\ of rery respectable character and of oiore than ordinary 
»rmation and capacity. It is stated by Büros, that to 
fkther's observations and ezperience, he was indebted 
mott of bis littie pretensions to wisdom. From such a 

thif eulogium cannot be thought undeserving. In 1757^ 
married Agnes Brown. Our Poet was the flrst fruit of 

Union. He was sent to school when about six years old, 
ire he was tanght to read English and tu write a littie ; 
so great was bis progress, that he became a critic in 
:lish Grammar at the age of eleven, and was also remark* 
I for the oorrectness of his pronunciaiion. His rudiments 
rithmetic he got from his father in the winter evenings. 
says of himself, in his letterto Doctor Moore, "At those 
rs I was by no means a favourite with any body. I was 
ood deal noted for a retentive n)eniory,astubbornsturdy 
etbiing in my disposition, and an euthusia&t\c IdVoV v^^^l * 
r, üiüft plety, because I was then but a cYiWd, TYvow^Xx 



IV LIFE OF BURNS. 

it cost the Bchoolmaster some thrashings, I made an excellent 
English Scholar; and by the Urne I was ten or eleven yean 
of age, I was a critic in substantives, verbs, and participles. 
In my infant and my boyish days, too, I owed much to an old 
woman who resided in tbe family, remarkable for her igno- 
rance, credulity, and superstition. She had, I suppose, tbe 
largest collection in the country, of tales and songs con- 
cerning devils, ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks, 
spankiesi kelpies, elf-candles, dead-lights, wraiths, appari<- 
tions, cantraips, giants, enchanted towers, dragons, and other 
trumpery. This cultivated the latent seeds of poctry ; but 
had so strong an effect on my imagination. that to tbis hour, 
in my nocturnal ramblei, I sometimes keep a sharp look-out 
in suspicious places ; and though nobody can be more scep- 
tical than I am in fach matters, yet it often takes an effort 
of philosophy to shake off these idie terrors." 

Before he was nine years of age, he had acquired a strong 
propensity for reading, which, however, was greatly checked 
by bis want of access to books. He read the life of Hannibal 
through with great avidity, and eagerly perused every other 
book that came in bis way. Even at this early period, hit 
sensibility was eztraordinary ; yet he had not discovered 
any signs of that striking ready wit for which he was afler> 
wards remarkable, nor betraycd the smallest Symptom ot 
his inclinatian to music and poetry. 

About a twelvemonth previous to the death of his feither, 

Burns, who had then attained his twenty-fourth year, became 

anzious to be flzed in a Situation to enable him to marry. 

His brother Gilbert and he had for several years held a small 

portion of land from their father, on which they ehiefly 

raised flaz. In dssposing of the produce of their labonr, our 

Author took it into his head to commence flaz-dresser. — 

^yie accordingly continued at that buslne«« fot about rix 

oJonths, but it proved an unlucky concem; lot IV« Ävo 

J^^f ^'""^ '"'^^'' ^^i^S fite, was utlerly deatio^eai, «a^Vi 

^ ^^'^^ ''^f ^orth a sixpence. 



LIFE OF BURN8. T 

»diatelj before tbe death of their f^U^, Bum and 
ther took the farm at Momgiel, consitting of 118 
t jC90 per aanum. It was stocked bj tbe propeity 
irUlual savings of the wbole family, and was a Joint 
I. Bat tbe flrst year, from buying bad seed, and tbe 
flrnm a late har?est, they lost half their crope. 
M abont thls time that )ie formed the eonnectlon with 
Ml Armour, afterwards Mrs. Bums. Wben tbe effbcts 
Intimacy eould no longer be concealed, oor Poet, In 
> lereen bis partner from the consiquences of their 
ence^ agreed to make a written acknowledgment of 
larriage, and then endeavour to pubh his fortune in 
I, tili Providence enabied him to support a family 
;ably. This was, however, strenuously opposed by 
itions; and her father, with whom she was a greafc 
te, advised her to renounce every idea of such an 
BonceiTingthatahusbandin Jamaica was little better 
rtke. 6be was therefore prevailed upon to cancel the 

aod thus render the marriage null and void. When 
« mentioned to Burns, he was in a State bordering on 
Ion He ofifered to stay at home, and pro%'ide for 
ily in tbe best manner posslble ; but even this was 
I. 

len agreed with a Dr. Doug^las to go to Jamaica, as 
tant overseer or clerk, and mudc ovcry preparatlon 
I the Atlantic; but, previoustohis setting off, he was 

to publish a volumo of his pocins by subscription. 
le flrst fruits of liis poetical labours, he paid his pas- 
.nd purchased a few articies of clothlng, &c. Ills 
'as already on the way to Oreenock, when a letter 
'. Blacklock, signifying his approbation of the poems, 
assurance that Bums would mc>et with encourage- 

Edinburgh for a sccond edition, completely changed 
ntions. 

aftcr his arrlval in Edinburgh, (early in Decembet» 
7i9 poenu procured hitn the admiralion ot aW coxi^V- 
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Wndo«W«*«*to «•« "'"* ' .„ Febr. 

^j^^e D»"» v,rhit8unday, gver, V^e t»«» 

Jode* to *« ^7 „roUed a»o«g «fie ^^,j„, *. 



LIFE OF BURNS. rü 

fAÜog with tncceM the laboun of the fknner with the 
of his new profession. 

oooer bad he arranged the plan of hit ftitare por- 
ban hli whole thoughts wero bent towards the oltfect 
id erer been nearest and dearest to hit beart. Her 
u no« endeavoured to promote their nnion with 
aal than they bad formerly opposed it; and tbejwere 
lately united by a regulär marriage, thui legalicinf 
nioo, and rendering it permanent for life. 
Eame naturaliy drew qpon him the attention of hli 
Mira, and he soon formed a general acquaintance in 
trict in which he lived. Their social partie«, how- 
}0 often seduced him from hU rustic laboun and hia 
lare, overthrew the unsteady fabric of bis resolutiona, 
äamed those propensities which temperance might 
eakened, and prudence ultimately suppressed. It wa« 
lg, therefore, before Bums began to view hlf fariD 
«like and despondence, if not wiih disgust. 
•rtunately he had for several years loolced to an office 

excise at a cerlain means of lirelihood, should hii 
zpectations fuil. As has already been mentioned, he 
en recommcnded to the Board of Excise, and had 
d the Instructions necessary for such a Situation. He 
;>plied to be empluyed; and» by the Interest of Mr. 
1, of Fintra, was appointed to be cxciseman, or, as it 
&rly called, gauger, of the district in which hc livcd. 
tief of this disagreeable Situation, besides ezposing 

numberless teuiptations, occupied that part of bis 
hich ouglit to liave been bestowed in cultivating bi« 
which, after this, was in a great measure abandoned 
ants. It is easy to conjeeture the consequences. 
Iistanding the moderation of the rent, and the prudent 
iraent of Mrs. Biirns, he found it convcnient, if not 
.ry, to resign iiis farin into the hands of Mr. Miller, 
aving possessed it for the space of tliree years and a 
The stock and crop being afterwatd« »o\^ \>1 ^wW\^ 
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auction, he remored, with hU fymüj, to a tmaU hooM li 
Dumfries about the end of the year 1701, to derote falnuel 
to an emplojinent which seconed from the flrat to aflfoid ha 
little hopes of fature happlness. 

He resided four yean at Damfries. During thto tlme h 
had hoped for promotion in the excise; bat an event oc 
curred whlch at least delayed its falfllment. The eyents o 
the French revolation were commented on by him in i 
manner rery diflferent fh)m what might have been ezpectei 
from an offleer ander govemment. Information of thi 
was glven to the Board of Excise. A saperior offioer b 
that departmentwas authorized to enquire into bis condud 
Bums defended himself in a letter addressed to one of th« 
Board, written with great independence of spirit, and wltl 
more than his aceustomed eloquence. The officer appointei 
to enqaire into his condact gare a favoarable report. Hi 
Bteady frlend, Mr. Graham, of Fintra, interposed his gooi 
Offices in his behalf; and he was suffered to retain his situ 
ation, bat was given to anderstand that his promotion wa 
deferred, and mast depend apon his future behavlour. 

In the month of Jane, 1796, he removed to Brow, h 
Ännandale, about ten miles from Dumfries, to try the effec 
of sea-bathing; a remedy that at flrst, he imagined, reliere 
rheumatie pains in hit limbs, with which he had beei 
afflicted for somemonths: bat thiswas immediately foIlowe< 
by a new attack of fever. When brought back to his owi 
house in Dumfries, on the ]8th of Joly, he was no longe 
able to stand aprlght. The fever increased, attended wltl 
delirium and debllity, and on the 21 st he expired, in thi 
thirty-eighth year of his age. He left a widow and foa 
sons. The ceremonial of his interment was accompanie« 
with milltary honoars, not only by the corps of Dumfrie 
volunteers, of which he was a member, bat by the Fencibl< 
Infantry, and a reglment of thp Cinque Port Oav«L\rj»\Yvwi 
quarterf^ in Dam fries, 
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TO 

THB NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OF THB 

CALEDONIAN HUNT. 



MT LOBDS AKO GBXTLB3CEir, 

4 800TTI8H Babd, proud of the name, and whose highest 

ElUtkm ts to sing in his Ck>uiitr7's Service — where shali he 
yroperiy look for patronage a« to the fllustrious names of 
I natlTe land; tho«e who bear the honounand inherit t)ie 
Hrtoes of their ancestors f The Poetic Genius of my country 
foniid UM, as the prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha—at the 
piough, and threw her inspiring mantle over me. She 
bade me aing the loves, the Joys, the rural scenes, and rural 
pleasures of my native soll, in my native tongue : I tunod 
mf wild, artless notes as she inspired. She whispered me 
to eome to thit ancient Metropolis of Calcdonia, and lay 
my Songs ander your honoured protection : I now obey her 
dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do not ap- 
proach yoa, my Lords and Oentlemen, in the ubuqA «V'^^« of 
tedicmtloD, to thank you for past faTOUTS; tt\Äl V'^^^^ ^^ *^ 



hat from your courage, knowieage, uuu puu»^ . 
nay ezpect protection, wealth, and liberty. In 
;>lace, I como to proffer tny wärmest wishes to 
Pountain of Honour, the Monarch of the Univene 
welfare and happiness. 

When 70U go forth to waken the Echoes, in tl 
and favourite amusement of your foreratbera, ma; 
ever be of your party ; and may Social Joy awai 
turn : when harassed in courts or camps, with t)i 
of bad men and bad measures, may the honest coi 
of injured Worth attend your retum to your na 
and may Domestic Happiness, with a smiling weU 
youatyour gatesl May Ck)rruption shrink atyot 
indignant glance; and may tyranny in the 
licentiousness in the pcople, equally find you an 
foel 

. I ha? e the honour to be, 
With the sincerest gratitude, and highett 

My Lords and Gentiemen, 
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THB TWA D0G8. 

A TALE. 

Tw^AS in that place o' Scotland's isle, 
That bears the name tf Auld King Coily 
Upon a bonnie day in June, 
When wearing thfoagh the aftemoon, 
Twa dogs, that were na thrang at harne, 
Forgather'd ance upon a time. 

The firet I'U name, they ca'd him C<B9car^ 
Was keepit for his honoar's pleasure ; 
His hair, his size, his month, his lags, 
Shew'd he was nane o* Scotland's dogs, 
Bat whalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailortt gang to fish for cod. 

His lockit, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Shew*d bim the gentleman and scholar ; 
Bat thougit he was o' high degree, 
The flent a pride, nae pride had he ; 
Biit wad hae spent an hour caressin 
Wi' ony tinkler gipsy's messin : 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, though e*er sae duddie. 
Bat he wad stant't as glad to see him, 
And stroan't on stanes and hillocks wi' him 

The tither was a ploüghman*s coUiei 
A rbyming, ranting, roving hiUie, 
J7 ■ B 
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1118 UUlicai,, 

Aye gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi* upward curi, 
Hung o'er bis hurdies wi' a swirl. 

Nae doubt bat they were fain o' ith« 
And unco pack and thick the^ither ; 
Wi' social nose whyles snuff'uand sno 
Whiles mice and moudieworts they hc 
Whiles scour'd awa in lang excursion, 
And worried ither in divcrsion ; 
Until wi' daffin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat tliem down, 
And there began a lang digression, 
About the lord^ qf the creati-on* 

CJESAR. 

IVe aften wonder'd, honest Luath^ 
What sort o' life poor dogs Uke you .' 
*-» «.iiAfi the flrentry's life I «aw. 







EfM «0m to cVb M wMAt tat tofligA 
JU lMdE%, mautlng, tffiai^iätg [ ^ 
jlnd thoiufh tbtjWBtnr flitt«n «ttdia, 
Tet ä^n äe Im' Mk t n 4Mr laSiui 
Wf Mnee, ragOBti» imdi «ie Bin tsMbtitau 
Httt^ llttto Jürt ii^ftowaright wl ih» . : 
Obt whlpfif iit iw» J^liMtlt wmam, . 
Fpar fnofthinn t/Xj tt-arti a äjBnwr 
Better tlmn ony teaant «lea. 
Hie Honoar bee in«' the hm* ; 
Xofi wbat iMWf «ot-folk pit tkmr pafatth la, 
I ewn it% iwift aiy eomiieniOTuton. 

IiVAXB. 

Trowtliy Caear. wbflee they Ve fluA^ CMogb; 
A eettar iuMvkm in « eheeKh, 
Wr dirty ettnee bMn a Mm, 
Btfinff a qaen7j,aBd tie mpi 
Hlnieei% a wüe, Jie thiie MifttaiiiH 
A eniy trie o' wm dndily weaa*. 
And noaght liat liit han' deig w keep 
Tbcm r^t and tight in thaek and lape* 

And wImb Aey laeeft wi' ealr >dJieiieiay 
lÜEe lote a^lMal^i« er «antnf maaten» 
Te raaiit wad ttilak, a wee to«eli langer 
And tbey mann itirfa ^ eaald aad hanfer ; 
Bat liow it eomea I nerer luepd yet, 
Tb^^re nudetlv won^erfii' odstcotea ; 
Am bubdly eniele, and eleter bizsdeflb 
Are bred in eie a vttj as thie jto. 



Bat tiMB. te eee liov yeVv wttifwbtt, 
JSEpir AbTIi^ jiotf ^aiir^l^ and «uuaipMikSl » 



BU&NS' POBM8. 

L— d man ! our firentry care sae little 
For delvers, ditchen, and sie catüe ; 
They gang as saacy by poor foik, 
As i wad by a stimüng orock. 

Ive noticed, on onr Lalid's conrt-day 
And mony a time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies. acant o* eaahf 
How they inon tboie a &ctor*t snaab ; 
He'U stamp and threaten, eane and awear, 
HeMl apprehend tbem, poiod their gear ; 
While they mann stan', wi' aapect bumble 
And bear it a' and iear and tremble! 
I see how folk üre that hae riebe« ; - 
Bat surely poor folk mann be wietcbes. 

LUATH. 

They're nae sae wretcbed's ane wad ihink ; 
Though constantly on poortith*t brink : 
Ttiey're sae aceustom'a wi' tbe atebt, 
The View o't gi'ei them little frigbt. 

Then chanee aod fortuoe are sae gnided, 
Thev're aye in less or mair proTided; 
Ancl tlioogh fieitigaed wi' dose employment, 
A blink o' reit's a sweet enjoyments 

The dearast eomfort o' their Uvea, 
Their grusliie weana and faithfa' wives; 
The prattling tbings are Just tbeir pride, 
That Bweetens a' tnebr fira-aide. 

And whiles twalpenny worth o' nappy 
Can mak tlie bodiea unco happy ; 
They lay aaide their private cares, 
To mind the Kirk and State affiun : 
They'U taJk o' patronage and priesta, 
Wi' kindling fory in tl^r breasta ; 
Or teil wbat new taxation's eomin. 
And ferhe at the folk in Idnimu 



BüRMS' PORM8. 

As bleak-fiiced Hallowmas retaroe, 
They get the jovial, rantin kJrns, 
When rural life o* every Station, 
Unite in common nKn-eation ; 
Love blinks, Wit slaptjt, and social Mirth 
Torget there's Gare upo' the earth. 

That meiry day the year bejrins 
They bar the door on frostv win's ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantfing ream, 
And sheds a heart-inspiring stream : 
The lunting pipe, and sneesbing roilL 
Are handed round wi' right gode-wifl ; 
The canty auld folk cracking crouse^ 
The yonng anes ranting tiiroagh tlie tiou.«e. 
My heart lias been sae fain to see tliem, 
That I for joy hae barkit vri* them. 

Still it*8 owre true that ve hae said, 
Sic game is now owre orten play d. 
There's mony a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest-fassont folk, 
Are riven out baith root and branch, 
Some rascai's pridefu' greed to qnench, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle roaster, 
Wha, aiblins, thrans a-parliamentin, 
For Britain's gude Eis saul indentin. 

C2BSAH. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken aboat it ; 

For BriiairCi gude! gude faith I doubt it 

Say rather, gaan, as Premiers lead tum, 

And saying ay or no^s they bid him ! 

At operas and plays parading, 

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading. 

Or maybe^ in a frohe daft, 

To ffia^ue or Calais take a waft, 



l 
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To mak a tonr and tak a whirl, 
To leam bon ton, and see the werl/ 

There, at Vienna, or VersaUiety 
He rives his father's aald entails ; 
Or by Madrid Iie takes tbe ronte, 
To thrum gnitars and fetcht \fV nowt ; 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Wh-re-hunting amans grove» o* myrtle» ; 
Then bouses drnmiy Gernian water, 
To mak hirasel )ook ftiir and fatter, 
And clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts nf camival signoras, 
For JBritain*8 gvde ! for her destractton ! 
W;' dlssipation, fend, and faction. 

• LUATH. 

Hech, man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae roonie a braw estate ? 
Are we sae fonghten and harass'd 
For gear to gang that gate at last ? 

O wad they stay aback frae conrts, 
And please themselves wi' country sporfs, 
It wad for every ane be better, 
The laird, the tenant, and the cottar ! 
For the frank, rantin. ramblin^ bilh'es, 
Fient faaet o' tbem'sill-hearted fellows, 
Except for breaking o' tbeir timmer, 
Or speaking lightly o' their limmer, 
Or snooting o' a hare or moor-coek, 
The ne*er a Ut, they'r 111 to poor folk. 

But will ye teil ine, Maister CiBsar, 
Snre great folk's life'a a life of pleasure ! 
Nae cauld no^ hunger e'er can steer them, 
Tbe very tbougbt o*t needna fear them, 



fiVRirs' POEMS. 
CJBSAR. 

L— d, man ! were ye bat whües where I am, 
The gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's trae, they needna starve or «weat, 
Thro* winter's cauld or simmer*s heat ; 
Thev've nae »air wark to craze tlieir baaes, 
And fill aald age wf gripa and granes : 
But haman bodies are sie fools, 
For a' their colleg^ and schools, 
That wlien nae real ills perplex them, 
Thev mak enow themsel?es tö vex tiiem, 
And aye the less they hae to sturt thein, 
In like proportion less will hurt thera : 
A country fellow at the pleu<;h, 
II is acres till'd, he's right eneugh ; 
A country lassie at her wheel ; 
Her dizzens done, she's unco weel ; 
But gentlemen, and ladies warst, 
Wi' evendown want o' wark are cjrst. 
They loiter, loungiog, lank and lazy ; 
Though de'il haet ails them, yet uneasy , 
Their days insipid, dull, and tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lanji;, and restless ; 
And e'en their sports, their balls, and races, 
There g^Ilopin;^ tlirough public pluces; 
There's »ic paräde, sie pomp and art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The uien cast out in party matches, 
Then souther a' in deep debauches : 
Ae night theyVe raad wi' drink and wh-ring, 
Neist day their life is past endoring. 
Tiie ladies arm-in-arm, in Clusters, 
As great and gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their absent thou<rhts o' ither, 
They*re a* run de'ils and jades thegither. 
Wh lies, owre the wee bit cup and plailVe, 
TAejr s/p tbe scandal-potion pretty *, 



T^L'^ SnSd alSÄi tag». 
8COTCH DBIHK. 

The« tet Mm bo-e. •»**'*» '»""*'• 
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Or, lichly brown, nmm own tbe blink, 

in ffloiioiu fiiefD, 
Intpira mey tOl I usp and wink, 

To ling thy nune ! 

Let hviky wheat the hangks adoniy 
And aits let np tbeir awnie hörn, 
And pease ana beans at e'en or morn, 

Perfame the piain, 
Leeze me od thee, John Barleycorn, 

Tboa king o' gnün! 

On thee aft ScotUmd chows her cood, 
In flonple scones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumhliug in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef ; 
Bat when thon pours thy streng heart'sblood, 

There thoa shines chief. 

Food fills the warne, and keeps ns livin ; 
Tbo* Ure's a gift no worth receivin, 
When heavy dragg'd wi pine and grievln ; 

Bat, oird by thee, 
The wheelfl o' life gae down hill, scrievln, 

Wi' rattlin glee. 

Thon clears the head o' doited Lear j 
Thoa cheers the heart o' drooping Gare ; 
Thoa atrings the nerves o' Labour sair, 

At's weary toll ; 
Thoa eyen brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

Art, dad in maasy silier weed, 
Wi' Oentles thoa erects thy head. 
Yet hnmbly kind, in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine ; 
His wee drap parritch, or hb bread, 

7!boa kjtchens fine. 
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Thöu art the life o* public haunts ; 

But thee, what were oar fairs and rant8? 

Ev'n godly meetings o' the saints, 

By thee ispired, 
When gaping they besiege the tent», 

Are doubly fired. 

That inerry night we get the corn in, 
O sweetly theo thon reams the hörn in ! 
Or reekin on a New-year inomUi 

In cog or bicker, 
An' jnst a wee drap sp'ritual bam in, 

And gusty sacker ! 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breatfa, 
And ploughmen gather wf tbeir gaith, 
O rare ! to aee titee fizz and freath 

I' the luggit caap! 
The Sumeioin* comes on like aeath 

At ev'ry chaup. 

Nae mercy then for aim or steel ; 
The brawnie, bainie, plonghman chlel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi* sturdy wheel 

Tlie strong forehammer, 
Till block and studdie ring and reel 

Wr dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin weanies see the light. 
Thon maks the gossips clatter bri^nt, 
How famblin cnifs their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name t 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae tnem. 



* Bumcmin — Bumr'4ht — tvind—iho Blacks 
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When neebors anj^r at a plea, 
And just as wnd as vud can be, 
How easy can the barley hree 

Cement the rmarrel ! 
It*8 aye the cheapest lawvers fee, 

To taste tue barral. 

Alake ! that e'er my Mnse has reason 
To vyte her countrymen vtV treason ; 
Bat mooie daily weet their weason 

*Wi* liqonra nice, 
And hardly, in a winter's season, 

£'en spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, bumhig trash f 
Fell source o' mony a pain and brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt drucken hash 

O hanf bis days : 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Te Scots, wba wish anM Seotland weH I 
Ye Chief, to you my tale I teil, 
Poor plackless deevils like mysel ! 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthful wines to inell, 

Of foreign gilt. 

May graTels round bis blather wrench. 
And gouts torment tliem iiich by inch, 
Wha twists hls anruntle wi' a glunch 

0' Bour disdain, 
Out-owre a glass o* whUky-punch. 

Wi* honest men. 

O Whiith/ ! souI of plays and pranks ! 
Accept a üardie's humble thanks l 



if av kill as a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' charternd boast, 
Is ta'en awa ! 

Tbae cnrst borse-leeches o' th' Ex« 
Wba mak the Whisky Stellt tbeir 
Haud up tby ban', Deil ! ance, tw: 

Tbere, seize tbe blii 
An* bake tbem np in brunstane pi« 

For poor d— n*d dri 

Fortune! if thonll bnt gie me still 
Haie breeks, a sconce, aml Whiiki 
And routh o' rbyme to rave at will 

Tak a' tbe rest. 
And deal't abont as tby blind skOl 

Dlrects tbee best. 
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THB AÜTHOR's 

BARNBST GRY AND PRAYER* 

TO THB 

»TCH BBPBBSEXrTATIYES IN THB HOÜSB OF 
COKMONS. 



DevMt of DistillalKmt hwt aad bett 

How art thou lott I 

Parody on MWon. 



B Iridh lords, ye knights and squires, 
rha represent our burghs and shires, 
nd doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament, 
o you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are humbly seut. 

las ! my roupet mose is hearse ! 

oar Honours' hearts wi' grief 'twad pierce, 

lee her sitting on her a— 

Low i' the dast, 
nd seriechin out prosaic verse, 

An' liketo brüst? 

eil them wha hae the chief direction, 
eolland an' me*8 in gpreat affliction, 
i'er sin' they laid that cnrst rentriction 

On Aquavitce ; 
n' ronse them up to stron<r conviction, 

An' move their pity. 

This was written before the act anent the Scottiih DU- 
ries, of teMion 1786; for wbich Scotlaod and Ih« auVkiOT 
ro iiteir mo§t gntoful thanks. 



opeuK. uac, ana never tasb your thamb 
Let postfl and pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'en 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want 'em. 

In gatherin Totes yoa were na Black; 
Now stand as tightly by yoar tack ; 
Ne'er daw yoar lofr, and fidee your ba 

And hum and haw ; 
But raise your arm, and teil your crac] 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thri» 
Her uMittfhkin-stoup as toom's a whis» 
And damm'd Exciseman in a bossel, 

Seizin a Stell, 
TVinmphant, crushin't like a mussei, 

Or lampit sbell. 

Then. on thll tith^r hanA wrAoom» t««» 
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To Bee h!s poor auld Blither*! pot 

Thus düng in Btaves, 
An* plunder'd o' her hindinost groat 

By gallows kuavas ? 

Alas ! I'm bnt a nameless wigtt, 
Trod i* tbe mire clean out o' 8i<;ht ! 
But coold I like MvidgonCrie fi^ht, 

Or gab like Botwell, 
Tbere's Bome sark-necks I wad draw tlight^ 

And tie soiae hose welL 

God bless yonr honoan ! can ye see't, 
The kind, auld, cantie carlin greet. 
An' no get warmly to yoor feet, 

An' gar tliem hear it, 
An' teil them wi' a patriot heat, 

Te winna bear it ! 

Some o' von nicely ken the laws, 
To round the period an' pause, 
An' wi' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 
Theo echo tbro' St. Stephen'» wa^s, 

Xuld Scotland's wrangs. 

DemptteTf a tnie-blne Seot I'se warran ; 
Thee, aith-detesting chaste KUkerran * 
An' that glib-gabbet Hiubland baron, 

The laird o' Oraham ;t 
An' ane, a chap that's d — n'd auldfarrun, 

JDundcu bis nanie. 

ErtJnne, a spnnkie Norland billie ; 
True Campbellt, Frederici, an' Ilay; 

*8ir Ad&m Fergruson. 
fHu prmeat Dtike of Moatrose.— 0%Qtt> 



mSilone.ihebaMSir »'illie; 

ald DeriioitLenn or Tully 

Miijbt owD for brithr?ra. 

my bovs! eiert your metfle, 
Ulli ScörlBHil back her *fl((fe; 
, t'II Willi mv nr» pleueli-petlle, 

Hell you, vrl' a reekio nhitde, 

[Ii? xlii^'« heen in cank'roiu moiMl, 

tlitv never mair ilo auid, 

Play'dberthUpUikie:) 
1 ibe'» lilie to rin red-wnd 
AUout ber »hisky. 
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Teil yon gaid blald o' auld ßoeonnoekSf 
111 be his debt twa mashlam bannocks, 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse TinnoeJe^ 

Nine times a week, 
If he some scheme, like tea and winnodLS, 

Wad kindly seek. 

Coald he some commutaiion broach, 
111 pledg^ my aith in gude braid Scotch, 
He needna fear their foul reproach, 

Nor emdition, 
ToQ mlxtie-maxtie, qneer hotch-poteh, 

The Coalition. 

Anld Sootiand has a rancle tongae ; 
She's lost a deevil wi' a rang ; 
An' if ahe promised auld or yoong 

To tak their part, 
Thongh by the neck she should be stmngy 

She'll no desert, 

An' now, ye chosen Ftoe-and-fortyy 
May still yonr Mither's heart snpport ye ; 
Tben, thongh a minister grow dorty, 

An' kick your place, 
Teil snap yonr fingers, poor and h^rty, 

Betöre his face. 

God bless yonr Honours a' your days, 
Wi' soups o' kail and brats o' claise, 
In spite o' a' the thieyish kaes 

That bannt St, Jamie't ! 
Tonr hnmble poet sings an' prays 

While Rab bis name is. 



* A worthy old hoiteat of the author*! in Mauchline, whera 
beiometimesitadied poliUci overaglauof gudea»\A^co\.0& 
Drink. 

// O 



rioa» w 



eyes her free-bom, maii 

Tak äff their whisky/ 

at though their Phcebus khider warms 
ile fragrance blooms and beaQty charms ? 
ten wretches ränge in famished swarms 

The scented groves, 
bounded forth, dishononr arms 

In hungry droTe«. 

leir gnn's a bürden on tbelr shoatber ; 

äey düwna bide the stink o' powther ; 

heir bauldest thought's a hankering swither 

To stan' or mn, 
'111 skelp— a sbot^they're äff, a' throwtber, 

To 8a?e their skin. 

Bnt bring a Seotsman frae bis bin, 
ülap in bis cbeek a Higbland gill, 
3ay, sie is royal Oeorge's will, 

And tbere's the ibe« 
• • ' --* K«w to kill 



Bumiia' POSKS. 10 

Sage« their Bolemxi een may steek, 
And raise a philosophic reek, 
And physically causes seek. 

In clime and leason ; 
But teil me Whisky*s name in Grad^, 

111 teil the reason. 

Seotland, mv anld, reapected Mither ! 
Though whyles ye moiitify your leather, 
Till whare ye sit, on craps o' heather, 

Te tine your dam : 
Freedom and WhUky gan thegither, 

Tak uTyour dram! 



THE HOLT FAia» 



A robe of teeming truth snd trugt 

Kis craftj obsenration ; 
And aeeret hnng, with poiion'd cnut, 

Tbe (Urk of Defamation : 
A mask that like the gorget ghow'd, 

Dye-Tarjlng on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and nroad. 

He wrapt him in religion. 



Upon a simmer Snnday mora, 

When Natore's face was fair, 
I walked forth to yiew the coro. 

And snuff the caller air: 
The rising fnn o'er Cfalston mnirs, 

Wf glorioas light was elintin ; 
The hares were hirpling down the fürs, 

The laT'iocks they were chantin 
Fu' Bweet that day. 

* H0I7 Fkir is a oommon phrue in the Weil ot ^qV.V»A 
for B Sacnunoital oectmlon. 



A» lightsomely I kIo't'iI "broad, 

To see a «cene bo «ay, 
Thre« Lizzies, esrly at the road, 

Cambkelni- 
Tu'u had m 

13 ut nne wi' lynrt linlng ; 
TJie tbird, (bat gaed a-wee a-back. 

Was iii tbe fanhion tbining, 

Fu' gaj that day, 
The f »VI nppear'd like sistars Wia, 
Thelr visoge wither'd, lang, and tbin. 



d thal doj. 
," Sweet laBi, 
.een tliat bonny fac? , 
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Qnoth 1, " WV a' my heart, ni do't : 

I'Il get my Sniiday's sark on, 
And meet you on tfae holy spot ; 

Fuitb, we'se hae fine remarkin V 
Then I gaed ham&at crowdie-time, 

And soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad frae aide to aide, 

Wi' mony a weary body, 

In droves that day. 

Ilere farmen g^^^h, in riding graith, 

Oaed hoddin by their cottan ; 
Tbere, swankies young, in braw braid claith, 

Are swingin o'er the gutten. 
Tlie lasse», skelpin bareflt, tbrang, 

In silks and scarlets glitter; 
Wi' tweet milk-cheese in mony a whaiig, 

Avdfarlt baked wi' batter, 

Fu' cnimp that day. 

When bv the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi' ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

And we mann draw oor tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show, 

On every side they're gatherin, 
Some gathering dales, some chairs and stools 

And some are busy blethrin 

Right load that day. 

Here stände a shed to fend the show'rs, 

An' screen our countra Gentry, 
There racer Jeu, au' twa-three wh-res, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tittling iades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck, 
And there a batch o' wabster lads, 

Blackguardm frae K ck 

Forfim this day. 



iuiati& ,j,Q ^.jjaVs that day. 

O happy is that man and blest ! 
^ Konder that H P'^e him ! 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he hke» Dcst, 

Cornea clinkin downbaide hta. 
\VT ann repoa'd on the chair back, 

He sweefiy does composc him, 

An'B loof upon her bosoin, 

An 8 1001 «P"ujj^g„„,d that day. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

In silent expectation ; 
For M»»*ie speels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' d-inn-t--n. 
Should Ilmiie aa to a«ci««^/»f,yf ' 

" MwiK 8on» o' G- prescnt hlm, 
Thfv^ Sght o» M»^»ie'» face; 

ToÄ het home had 8cnt him 



Tbenhtpmmwtmtmt mm mmati 




8**tliopa(Moatlili 

On gAetfae m imm e nhi 
AndoTtiiogodll^poiDrlB thmgi» 

Tb siB tibejm tM lamlt 

W OK liy'^™ IBi IMRVB ABM 

Of nfMral pofweit and rMfon t 
Hii EDdirii tty]«, and gattuiesfhMy 

Aie r dmi out o^ amaoiu 
like Soeratei or jlnfoHtttMy 

(^ Mnne aidd mgan hettwen, 
Tbe mond man be oo«t 4dtne, 

Bat near a word o* fktth fai 

Thatfk rifj^t tliat day» 

In gnkl time eomea an antldote 

Agi^stt sie poisoned nostrnm; 
F^^les, frae tbe water-fit, 

AsMsds the boly ro»in im : 
8ee, np he's got the «ord o^ <}— . 

And meek and mim haa view*« it, 
Whiie Common Senm haa ta'en tlie voad, 

And äff, and mi the Oowgate,* 
Tiat, ftat that day. 

Wee M****r, neiet, tha gaaid reliafia, 

And Orthodoxy raibtea, 
Thoagh in hto beart he weei belie?es, 

And thhiks it anld wlfe*! ftbles ; 
Bat fiiKh! tbe biiUe wanta a aiaiue, 

So cannüy be bnnis tbem ; 

•A BitmitoMBed wbUk fteet tha ttmX In K< 



While thick and thrang, and loud and lang, 

Wi* Logic and wi' Scripture, 
lliey raise a din, that in the end 

Is like to breed a rupture. 

O* wrath that day. 

Leeze roe on Drink ! it gies ns mair 

Tlian either School or College, 
It kindles Wit, it waukens Lear, 

It bangs 118 fu' o' Knowledge : 
Be't whisky-gill, or penny wheep, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
Itnever falls, on drinking deep, 

To kittle up onr notion, 

By night or day. 

The lada and lasse», blyüi^y bent 
To mind baith soul and body, 

Sit round the table weel content. 
And steer aboat the toddy. 

On this ane's dress, and that ane s leult. 
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ierdiig wofds, like Higbland ■wordt, 
ide thejointf and mairow ; 
ilk o' U'VLf whare derfls dwell, 
r Ten tank does hanrow !* 

Wi' firilght that day. 

it iinbottom'd boandleM pit, 
'd fa' o* Iowin branstane, 
I imgin flame, and aoorcfain heat, 
d mdt the hardest whiin-stane ! 
auf asleep Start ap^ wf fear, 
1 thlnk tbe^ hear it roarin, 
i presenüy it does appear, 
'as bat Bome neighbour snorin 
Asieep that day. 

1 be owre lang a tale to teil 

w mony stories past, 

low they crowded to the yill, 

len they were a' dismist ; 

drink gaed round, in cogs and caup«, 

.ang the furma and benches, 

sheese and bread, frae women's iHps, 

8 dealt aboat in Innches, 

An' dawds that day. 

nee a ffaucie, gash Gndewife, 
1 sits down by the fire, 
draws her kebbuck and her knife ; 
I lasaes they are shyer. 
old Gndemen, abont the grace, 
m ade to aide they bother, 
»me ane by bis bonnet lays, 
[ gies tiiem't like a tether, 
Fa' long that day 



« ßhakMpeare*§ Haml«* 



Uit lasse» oe^.-.^^y 
Now Clinkuml,ea,^V rattUng tow 

As soft a» ony ^^f{ aivtoe ; 
^Ä^r^aÄ^Vrandy, 
Arfmony Job» that day begui, 
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Bv'n ministerfl^ they hae been kem'tfy 

In holy r^yCore, 
A rouBing whid, at times to vend. 

And mun wi' Scriptnro. 

Dat this that I am gann fo teil, 
Which lately on a n^ht befell, 
Is joBt as troe's the Deil's in hdl, 

Or Dublin dty; 
Tliat e'er Iie nearer comes onnel 

'S a moelde pity. 

The Ciachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fon, but just had pleoty ; 

I stacher'd whyles, but vet took tent ay 

To free the ditches : 
And hillocks, stanes, and bushes, kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists and wilches. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre ; 
To count her horns wi' a* my pow*r 

I set mysel ; 
But whether ihe had tnree or fonr, 

I cou'dna teil. 

I Fas come round about the hill. 
And todlin down on Willie'i mul, 
Setting mv staff wi* a' my skill, 

To keep me sicker ; 
Though leeward whyles against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' Something did forgatber, 

That put me in an eerie switber ; 

An awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 

Clear-danglins hang ; 
A three«taed leister on the ither 

^Yf lATge and lang. 



28 
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Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For nent a warae it had ava ! 

And then its shanks, 
They were as thin, as sharp, as sma 

As cheeks o* branks ! 

" Gude-een," quo* I ; " Friend ! hae ye becn 
When itlier folk are busy sawin ?"* 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' staun, 

But naething spak ; 
At length, says I, ''Friend ! wliare ye gam 

Will ye gae back V* 

It spak right howe : — " My name is Death 
But be no fiey'd."— Quoth I, " Gude faith, 
Ye're may be come to stop my breath ; 

But tent me, billle; 
I red ye weel, tak care o' skaith, 

See, there's a gully !* 

" Gudeman,'* quo* he, " put up your whittl 
I*m no design'd to try its roettle ! 
But if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be mislearM, 
I wadna mind it, no that spittle ; 

Out-owre my beaid,** 

" Weel, weel," says I, "a bargain be*t; 
Come, gie*s your band, and say we're greet 
We'U ease our shanks and tak a seat, 

Come, gie*s your news ; 
This whilet ye hae been mony a gate, 

At mony a house. 

* Tfalf rencounter happened in seed-time, in : 
f An epidemical fever was then raging in that a 



ä. 



BÜRIVS' POBMS. 20 

ay !" OHO' he, and shook his head, 

e^en a lang, lans time indeed 

began to nick tne thread, « 

And choke the breath : 
mann do something for their bread, 

And sae mann Death, 

ÜMNuand yean are near band fled, 
was to the batch'iing bred, 
nony a scheine in yam's beea laid 

To 8tap or scanr me ; 
ne Hambook*i* taen up the trade, 

And faith he^ wanr me. 

ken Joch Hombook V the Ciachan 
nak bis king'a-hood in a spleuchan ! 
grown sae weel acquaint wi' Btickani 

And ither chaps, 
reans band ont their flngers, langhin 

And ponk my hips. 

, bere's a scythe, and tbere's a dart, 
hae pierced mony a sallant heart : 
>octor Hombook, wi^bis art 

And cursed Bkill, 
nade them baith nae worth a f— t, 

Damn'd haet they'U kill. 

raa bat yestreen, na farther gane, 
ew a noble dart at ane : 
ess, I'm Bure, Fve hundreds slain ; 
But deil-ma-care, 



i gentleman, Dr. Hombook, is professionally a brothcr 
>Yereign Order of the Ferula; but, by Intuition and 
on, if at once an Apothecarj, Snrgeon,andPVk)%\cV&\x 
ia0'# Domeßttc Medicine, 



Fient haet o'c wuu uun u«^.« 

O' a kail-rant. 

** I drew mv scythe in sie a fary» 
I near-hand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
Bat yet the bauld Apothecary 

WitliBtood the shock ; 
I might as weel hae tried a qoarry 

O* hard whin-rock. 

<< Ev'n them he canna get attended, 
Althoagh their face he neV had kenn'd it 
Tost in a kail-blade and aend it ; 

As Boon's he smells't, 
Btith their disease^ and what will mend i 

At aace he tell'st. 

'' And then o* doctor*« aaws and whlttles 
Of a' dimensionBy shapes, and mettlea, 
A' lunds o* boxes, mugs, and bottleSy 
He's sure to hae : 
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*' Forbye some new uneomaioii weftpont, 

Uriiiiu Bpiritas o* capoiu : 

Or mite-nom shaviofirs, filings. icrapings, 

Sal-alkali o' midge-ttil elippiDffs, 
And moiiie mae." 

** Waes ine ibr Jokmtjf CheP» HoU* aow/* 
Qaoth I, *< if that tiie newB be tne I 
Hifl braw eatf>wanl, whare gowant gfew 

8ae white and bonny, 
Nae doubt theyll riTe it wi' the plew : 

They'U min Johnny J" 

The Creatore grafai'd an eldritch langh. 
And says, '* Ye needna yoke the pleagh, 
Kirk-yards will toon be tiird eneagh, 

Tak ve na fear ; 
Theyll a' be trench'd wi' mony a shengh. 

In twa-three year. 

<' Where I kill'd ane a fair strae death. 
By loss o' blaid, or want o' breath, 
Thia night I'm free to tak my aith, 

That Hornbooies skill, 
Xlaa dad a score i' their last claith, 

By drap and pill. 

<* An honest Wabeter to bis trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieres werc scaree weel-bred, 

Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

When it was sair ; 
The wife slade cannle to her bed, 

Bat ne'er spak mair. 

* Tbe grave-digget. 



*' A bonny lass, ye «.cuu » ^w. 

Some ill-brewn drink had hoved her wan 
She trosts henel, to hide the shame^ 

In HombooV» care; . 
Harn sent her äff to her hing harne, 

To hide it there. 

<' That'fl jast a swatch o' Horhbook*s way 
Thus ffoes he on from day to day, 
Thos does he poison, kill, an' sky, 

An's weel paid fort ; 
Yet stops me o' my lawfn' prey 

Wi' his d-mn'd dirt : 

*< Bat, hark ! 111 teil von of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 
I'll nail the Belf-conceited Scot 

As dead's a herrin : 
Niest time we meet, I wad a groat, 

He gets bis fieurin !" 
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THE BRIGS OF AYB : 

▲ POEM. 

Jmcribed to J. Ballamttvs, Big, Ayr* 

\ aimpl« Bandy roogh at the rustic plough, 
lÜDg his tuoeful trade from every Dougii ; 
ehantiog liimet, or tbe mellow thnu h, 
ing tlie seiting 8Uii,8weet, in the green thorn bush , 
soaring lark, the percliini; redbreast shrill, 
eep-ton'd plovers, gray,wild whistlingo'er the hill ; 
1 ne, nun d in the Peasant'a lowly shed, 
ardy Independence bravely bred, 
iarly Poverty to hardship steel'd, 
train'd to anns in stern Misfortune's fleld, 
1 he be guilty of their hirelinff crimes, 
servile, mercenary Swiss of rnymes ? 
alioar bard tlie panegvric close, 
li all the venal soul of dedicating Prose ? 
thoagh his artless strains he rudely sings, 
tbrows his band unconthly o'er the striugs, 
iplows with all the spurit of the Bard, 
le, honest Farne, his great, his dear reward. 
, if some Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 
l'd in the secret, to betitow with grace ; 
m Ballantyne befriends his humble name, 
hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 
b heart-felt throes his gratefal bosom swclls 
godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 



18 when the Stacks get on their winter hap, 
thuck and rape secure the toil-wom crap ; 
ato-binffs are snugged m> frae skuith 
:ominjf Wmter's bitiog froaty breath : 
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The chniy frost beneath the silver beam, 
Creptf gently-crasting, o*er the glitteriiig streai 

When lo l an either htmä the list'nin^ Bard, 
The clafiKinfT 8u$rh of whistlincr winds he henrd 
Two dusky forma dart thro' the midni^ht air, 
Swift as the Gon*^ drives on the wheelinsr hare 
Ane on the Auld Brig his airy sliape uprears, 
The ither flutte» o'er the risihg piers. 
Our warlike Rhymer instantly de9cry'd 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr presidt 
(That Bards are second-siglited is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo o*the sp'ritual folk : 
Fays, Spankies, Kelpies, a' they can explain t)i 
And evifi the very deils they brawly ken theni. 
A uld Brig appear*d of ancient Pictish race, 
Tlie very wrinkles Gothic in his face ; 
He 8cem*d as he wi' Time had waraFd lang, 
Yet, teuehly doure, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat, 
That he, at London, frae ane Adanut ^ot ; 
Tn*s liand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygiguras at the head. 
The Qoth was stauking round wi' anxious sean 
Spyiiig the time-wom fluws in every arch ; 
It chanc'd his new come neighbour took his ec, 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ; 
Wi' thieveless sneer to see his modish mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this gude-e'en — 

AULD BRIG. 

I doabt na, frien', ye'll think ye're nae sheep-sl 
Ance ye were streekit o'er frae bank to bank, 
But gin ve be a brig as anld as me, 
Tho* faith, that day, I doubt, yc'U never see ; 



• The OosB'bawk, or Falcou. 
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There'Il bc« if that day come, I'll wad a boddie^ 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BBIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ; 
Will youp poor narrow foot-path o* a stfeet, 
Wliere twa wheelbarrows tremble when they meet, 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk, o' stane and lime, 
Coinpare wi' bonny Brigs o' modern time ? 
There's men o' taste wad tak the Diicat ttream** 
Tho' they should cast the very Bark and swim, 
£re they wad g^ate their feelings wi' the view 
O' sie an ugly Gothic hulk as yoa. 

AULD BRIO. 

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi' windy pride ! 

This mony a year I've stood the flood and tide; 

And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm sair forfaim, 

1*11 be a Brig when ye're a shapeless caim ! 

As yet ye little ken about the matter, 

But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 

When heavy, dark, continued a*-day rains, 

Wi' deepening delüges o'erilow the plains ; 

When from the hills, where Springs the brawling Ca 

Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil, 

Or where the Greenoci winds bis moorland coun«, 

Or haunted Garpalf draws bis feeble source, 

Arous'd by blust'ring winds and Spotting thowes. 

In mony a torrent down the snaw-broo rowes ; 

While crashing ice, bom on the roaring speat, 

Sweeps damsy and mills, and brigs, a' to the gate ; 

* A notcd ford, just above the Auld Brig. 
i The banks of Qarpal Water is one of the few plac 
In the West of Scotluad, where those fancy-scaring beini 
knowfl by the name of Qhaitttf still continue pertinactous 
to inhabit. 



i 
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And firom Gleiümek* down to tbe Rotten-key,\ 
Anld Ayr Is Jast one lengthen'd tnmbling sea ; 
Then down ye*ll linrl — deil nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the Jumlie joops up to the pouring skics. 
A lesson, sadly teaching, to your cost, 
That Arcliitecture'8 noble art is lost. 

NEW BRIO. 

Fine Arohiteciure, trowth, I needs mnst say't o't ! 
The L — d bethankit that we've tint the gate o't * 
Oaant, ghastly, ehaist-alluring ediflces, 
HanfEing, with threat'ning jut, like precipices ; 
0*er-arching, moaldy, gloora-inspiring coves, 
Sapporting roofs funtastic, stony groves ; 
Windows and doore in naineless sculpture drest; 
With Order, symmetrv, or taste unblest ; 
Fonns, like some bedlam-stataary's dreain, 
The craz'd creations of miseuided wbim ; 
Forms might be worshipp'd on tbe bended knee, 
And still the second dread command be free, 
Their likeness is not foond on earth, in air or soa ; 
Mansions that would disgrace tbe bailding taste 
Of any mason, reptile, bird, or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited mookish race, 
Or frosty maidn forswom the dear embrace ; 
Or cnifs of latter times, wha held the notion 
Thal sollen gloom was Sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our good Brugh denies protection, 
And soon may they expire, unblest with resurrection ! 

AULD BRIO. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd ancient yealings, 
Were ye bat here to share my wounded feelings ! 



* The soiirco of the liver Ayr. 
« A small laadiag'plaeB abowe the large ke^. 
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Ye worthy Proveses and mony a Baüief 
Wha in tbe paths o' righteoasness did toH aye : 
Ye dainty Jjeacons, and ye douce Convenert, 
To whom oiir moderns are but caosey-cleanen ; 
Ye Godly Councils wha hae blest thia town; 
Ye godly Brethren o' the »acred gown, 
Wba meekly gie your hurdies to the imiters ; 
(And wbat wad now be strande) ye godly Writert! 
A' ye douce folk Pve bom aboon the broo, 
Were ye but here, what wad yc say or do? 
How would your spirits groa'n in deep vexation, 
To »ee each melanchuly alteration ; 
And, agonizing, curse the tirae and place 
When ye begat the base degenerate race ! 
Nae langer KevVeod Men, tlieir country's fl^lory, 
In piain braid Scots haud forth a piain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, and douce, 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-hoase ; 
But staumrel, corky>headed, graceless Qentry, 
The herriment and min of the country : 
Men, three-parts made b^ tailors and by barbeiv, 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on d--d new £ 
and Harbours ! 

NEW BRIO. 

Now haud you there ! for faith ye*ve said enow, 
And mackle mair than ye can mak to through, 
Aä for your priesthood, I shall say but little, 
Corbles and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 
But, under favour o' your langer beard, 
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spar'd ; 
To liken theni to your auld-warP squud, 
I niust nepds say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayr, Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To laouth ' a Citizen,' a terra o' scandal : 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the stre< 
In a' the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an' r 
Or gather^ liberal views in bonds and seisii 



D ean teil ; but all before tlieir sight, l'j 

' tnin appear'd in order briubt : ^ ;J 

the glittering stream tiiey featly danc'd * ' 

to tbe moon their various dresses ^lanc'd : 
)oU'd o'er tlie wat'ry glasa so iieaf, ',;. 

ant ice scarce bent beneath tbeir feefc ; 
ftrts of minstrelsy ainon^ thnm runpr, 
uI-ennobliiif]f Bards heroic ditties sung. 
M* Lauchlan,* tbairm-inspiring Sa^e, 
iiere to hear tbis lieavcnly band engage, 
ihrouigh ]m dear Strathxpei/s tbey bore witli 
Higiiland rage, 

m tbey »truck old Scotia's melting airs, 
ref* raprur'd joys or bleeding cares ; 
"oold bis Higbland lug )HH;n nobler fir'd, 
'n bis niatcliTi'ss band witb finer toucb inspirM ! 
!M could teil wbat in^trnment apf)ear*d, 
the soul of Music's st'lf was lieard ; 
ntoiu concert rung in ever^ p&rt, 
Umple mt'Iody pour'd movmg on the benrt 
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Cimt Comnion-Sense, that imp o' hell, 

Cam in wi' Maggy linder,* 
Bat Oliphaot aft made her yell, 

And RoBsel sair misca'd her: 
This day M< Kinlay taks the flau, 

And he*8 the boy will bland her ! 
Hell clap a shan^an on her taU, 

And set the baims to daub her 
Wr dirt this day. 

Mak haste and tarn King David owre, 

And lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O* double verse come gie ns four, 

And skirl up the Bangor : 
Thii) day the Kirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her, 
For Heresy is in her power. 

And gloriously she'il whang her 
Wi' pith thiS day. 

Come. let a proper text be read. 

And touch it äff with vIkoot, 
How i^raceless Ham\ leagli at bis dad, 

Which made Canaan a Niger ; 
Or PhineoBX drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re^bhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporah,^ the scaalding jade, 

Was like a blüldy tiger 

r th^inn that day. 

There. try bis mettle on the creed. 
And bind him down wi' caution. 



* Alladinf to a Koffinf^ bailad which was made on the 
dnUMion (rf the Ute ReTerend and worthy Mr. L. to the 
Aigh Kirk. 

.t (leaegt^ Ix, $ Numbenf zzr. ^ Exodu», Vi. 



Now auld Kilmamock cock thy tf 

And toss thy horns fu' scanty ; 
Nae mair tboult rowt out-owre th 

Because thy pa8ture*8 scantv ; 
For lapfu's large o* gospel kail 

Shail find tiiy crib in plenty, 
And runts o* grace, the pick and fi 

No gien by way o* dainty, 
But ilka day. 

Nae mair by BaheVs streami well 

To think upon our Zion : 
And hing our fiddles up to sieep, 

Like baby-clouts a-arving ; 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tuneful < 

And o'er the thairms be tr^'inor ; 
Oh, rare ! to see our elbucks whee 

And a' like lamb-tails ilvin 

Fu' fast this day 
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KcFw, SobiiuoHf Iiuran^oe na« mair, 

Bat steek yoar gab tor erer ; 
Or try tbe wicked town o' Ayr, 

For tbere tbey*U tbink \ou cleTer ; 
Or, nae reflection on yoarWr, 

You niay commenoe a Shaver ; 
Or to tbe Metherton repaJr, 

An tum a carpet weaver 

Aff-band tbis day. 

MvirU and tou were jost a match, 

We never bad sie twa drones ; 
And Homie did the Laig Kirk watcb. 

Just like a winkin baadrons ; 
And aye be catcb'd tbe titber wretch, 

To fry tbem in bis caudrons ; 
Bat now bis bonour mann detacb, 

Wi' a' bis brimstoae sqaadrons, 
Fast, fast Ibis day. 

See, See aald Ortbodox's faes, 

Sbe's swingein tbrougb tbe city, 
Hark, how tue nine-tail*d cat sbe plays ! 

I Tow its anco pretty : 
Tbere Leamin^r, wi' bis Greekisb face, 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Coninion-Sense is gaan, sbe says 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her 'plaint tbis day. 

Bat tbere's Morality bimsel' 

Embracing a' opinions : 
Hear, bow be g^es tbe titber yell, 

Between bis twa coinpanions ; 
See bow sbe peels the skin and feil, 

As ane were peeling onions ! 
Now tbere — tliey're packed äff to bell 

And bfljiisb'd cur doroinions. 

£r<?i2ceforth tbis day. 
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O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the porter! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter : 
ÄPKiräay, Rtutel, are the boys 

Thdt heresy can torture : 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse, 

And cow her nieasure shorter 

By th' head some day. 

Come bring the tither motchkin hi 

And here'a for a conclusion, 
To every New Light* niotber*8 son, 

From this tiine forth, confusion : 
If mair they deave us wi' their din, 

Or Patronage intrusion, 
We*ll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skhi, 

We'll rin them affin fusion 

Jike oil, some day. 



THE CALF. 

TO THB RBV. MR. . 

On bis Teit, Malachi, chap. iv. ver. 8—" And they shi 
go forth, and grow up like caltes of the stau." 

RiGHT, Sir ! your teijt 1*11 prove it tme, 

Though heretics may langh ; 
For instance, there's yuarsel just now, 

Qod knows, an unco Ca\f! 



* Ken Ughit Is a eant phraae in the West oT ScotUind, 
those religioua opinMlM widch Dr. Taylor, of Norwich, 
defended so streanoasly. . 
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And tlioald aoiBe patron be »o kind 

As blest yoa wi' a kirk, 
I doubt na. Sir, bat then well find 

Ye'ra still as preat a Stirk / 

Bat if the Lover's raptured honr 

Shall ever be vour lot, 
Forbid it every beavenly Power, 

Yoa e'er sboold be a Stoi? 

Tho' when some kind, connubial dear, 

Yoar bat^'and-ben adorns, 
Tiie like has beeii, that you may wear 

A noble head o^ horns ! 

And in yoar log, most reverend Janiet, 

To bear von roar and rowt, 
Pew men o' sense will doubt yoar daiins 

To rank among tbe Nowtei 

And when your nnmber*d wi' the dead, 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi' justice they may mark vour head— 

'< Here lies a famous BüUock /" 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



O Prinoel O Chief of many throned pow*n, 
TbiU led Uie embatUed seraphim to war. 

Mütfm, 



O Thou, whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Hernie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wba in yon cavera grlm and soQtie, 
Clo3*d ujider hatcUea. 



IDBHB POBMS. 



Arid )et pDor ilanineil btiäien be ; 
l'iii Bure aiTitt' plciisure U ean gie, 

E'en lu a deii, 
To skelp and icaud poor äogs like n 

And OEBr UB «queell 

Oreat is tliy paw'r, und great tby b 

Ad<I tlio' yon lowan heuKh's tliy han 
Thuu traielB fur ; 

And faith, tlmu'g neither lag nur lau 
Nor blute nor icitnr. 

Whjle«, ranein like a roBiIn lion, 
For prey, a'\io\es and comen lO'Jn , 
Whylefl, oif tilf^ stnmg-ivin^d reiopc 

Tirlin^ Ihe kirks ; 
Wliyle«, in the human busoni pryin. 



Ulien twllight did iny OraimU >ii 

Tu suy her prav'rs, lionce, lionnt i 
Afi yont Ihe dykc sh^'« heard you 
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Ae dratry, windy, wioter night, 

The stan sbot down wi' sklenUn light, 

Wr youy myiel, I gat a fripht, 

Ayont the loch ; 
Ye, like a rash-bush, stood in sight ; 

Wi' waving sogh« 

The codgel in my nieve did »hake, 
£aeh bmtled hair stood like a stake, 
When wi' an eldritch stoor, qaaick — qaaick«- 

Amans the Springs 
Away ye sqaatter'd, like a drake, 

On whistliog wings. 

Lct warlocki grim, and wither'd hagSf 
Teil how wi' yoo, on ragweed nags, 
They skim the mnirs and dizzy crags 

Wi* wicked speed, 
And in kirkyards renew tiieir leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

I 

Thence coontra wives, wi' toil and pain, 
May plnnjw and plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's taen 

By witciiin skill ; 
And dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie^s gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak great abnse 

On young gademan, fond, keen, and crouse ; 

When the l>eBt wark-looin i' the house 

By cantrip wit, 
It instant made no worth a louse, . 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
And float thejinglin icy boord, 



Tbe bieezm, curat, mucnieTou« m 

Delude bis eyes, 

Till in 8ome miry slough he sunk 

Ne*er mair to ri 

When Mmon's mystic vjord and 
In ßtorms and tempests raise ye i 
Some cock or cat vour rage maui 

Or, Strange to 1 

Tije yoonffest Brither ye wad wh 

' \ffBtraightto: 

Lang syne, in EdetCi bonny yan 
When youthfu* lovera firet were 
And a' tbe soul of love they ahai 

The raptur*d h< 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry %\ 

In sbady boVi 

Then you, ye auld sneck-drawin 
Ye cam to 'Paradise incog., 
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And sklented on the man qf Uz 
Yoor spitela' joke? 

And how ye fpit hini i' yoor thrall. 
And brak htm oat o* hoase and hall 
Wliile scabB and hlotches did himgall, 

Wr bitter claw. 
And JoifB'd bis ill-tongiied wicked seawl, 

Was warst ava'. 

Bat a' y4Mir dofaigs to reheane, 
Yoor wily snares and fechrin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael* did von pieres^ 

Down to this time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 
In prose or rliyme. 

4nd now, anld Cloott^ I kenye're thinkio, 
A certain Bardie*s rantin, drinkin, 
Same luckless hour will send bim linkin 

To your black pit ; 
Bot, faitb I liell tum a comer, jinkin. 

And cheat yoa yet. 

Bot, fare ye weel, auld Nickie-ben t 
O wad ye tak a thought and roen' ! 
Ye aiblbis miglit— I dinna ken— 

Still hae a stake— 
Vm wae to think opo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your sake ! 

• Vide MUton. Book VI. 
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** Teil hiniy he was a Master kin , 
And aye was gude to me and mine ; 
And now my dying cbarge I gie him, 
My helpless lambs I trust thein wi' bim^ 

** O, bid him save tbeir harioless lives, 
Frae dogs, and tods^ and butcher's knives ! 
Bat gie tbem gude cow-milk their fill, 
Till tbey be fit to fend themsel : 
And tent tbem duly, e'en and morn^ 
Wi' teatt» o' bay and rips o' com. 

" And may tbey never learn tbe gaets 
Of itber vile xnmreatfu* pets ! 
To slink tbro' slaps, and reave and steal 
At Stacks o* pease, or Stocks o' kail. 
So may tbey, like their great forbears, 
For roony a year come thro' the shecrs 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
And bainis greet for them wben they're dead. 

** My poor toop-lamh, my son and heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care ! 
And if he live to be a beast, 
To pit some havins in bis breast ; 
Ana warn him, what I winna name, 
To stay content wi' yows at hanie ; 
And no to rin and wear bis cloots, 
Like itber menseiess, graceless brates. 

*' And neist my yotoie, silly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether string ! 
O, may thoa ne'er forgatber up 
yiV ony blastit, moorland toop ! 
])ut aye keep mind to moop and mell 
Wi' sheep o' credit like tiiysel. 

<* And now, my baims, wi' my last breatb, 
I leave my blessin wi' you baith ; 
And wben yon think upon your mitheT| 
Mind to bekiad to ane anither, 



This saia, puui .^ 

And clos'd her een amang the dead ! 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEG1 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut teare trickling down yoar n 
Our bardie'8 fate i» at a cUwe, 

Fast a' retnead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his woes ; 

Poor MailWs dead f 

It's no the loal o' warld's gear, 
Tliat could sae bitter draw tlie tear^ 
Or mak our bardie, dowk, wear 

The moumiog weed 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear^ 

In Maüie dead. 

'^»A» a» the town she trotted by h 
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raade» np the bowe, 
{ imagie, in her yowej 
»tiog to hiro, owre the knowe, 

For ItiU o' bread ; 
n the briny pearltt rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

i nae get o' mnirland tips^ 
ted ket, and hairy hips ; 
forbears were brought in shipt 
Free yont tne Tweed t 
lierfleesh ne'er cross'd the clips 
Than Mailie dead. 

vorth the man who first dkl shape 
▼Ue waiichancie thing— a rapef 
iks gude fellows gim and gape 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
Rolfin*! bonnet wave wi* crape, 

For Mailie dead. 

ye bards on bonny Doan ! 
wha on Äyr your chantera tonet 
3) joiD the melanchoUoufl croon 

0*ÄoWn'«reed! 
leart will never set aboon 

His Mailie dead t 



I owe thee much. 



De AR Smithf the sleest, pawkie thiei 
That ere attempted stealtn or rief, 
You surely bae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ue'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by snn and moon, 
And every star that blinka aboon, 
YeVe coBt me twenty pair o' shoon. 

Just gaun to see you. 
And eyery ither pair that's done, 

Mair ta'en I'm yrV you 

That auld capricious carlin, Nature, 
To mak ameuds for scrimpit stature, 
Bbe's tom'd you äff, a human creature 
On her firai nlftn. 
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801116 rfayme a neebor's name to lash j 

Some rliyme (vain tbooglit !) ibr Deeufu' catiii ; 

Some rbyme to coart the countra clmsb. 

And reueadin; 
Vor me, an aim I never fash — 

I rhyme for fun. 

The Star that mies my lockless lot, 

Has ihted me the msset coat, 

Aod damn'd my fortnne to tlie groat ; 

Bat, in requit, 
Has blest me wi' a random shot 

O' countra wit. 

This while my notion's taen a sklent, 
To try my fate in gude black prent ; 
Bat still the more I'm that way bent, 

Something cries, " Hoolie ! 
I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Yell sfaaw yottr folly. 

" Tbere's ither poets, mach your betten«, 
Far Seen in GreeK deep men o' letters, 
Hae tiiought they had ensurM their debtors 

Ä' futare ages ; 
Now moths deform, in shapeless tatters, 

Thelr unknown pages." 

Tlien fareweel hopes o' laurel-boaghs, 
Fo garland mv poetic brows ! 
Henceforth rll rove where basy plougiis 

Are whistling torang. 
And teach the lonely heights and howes 

My rastic sang. 

ril wander on, wi' tentless heed 
How nereT'halüng moments speed, 
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Uke sehooi-boys at th' expeoted waraing, 
Tojojandplay. 

We wander there, we wander hcre, 
We eye the rose upon the brier, 
Unmindßil that the thorn is near 

Amang the leaves; 
And tho' tbe pany woond appear, 

Short wfaiie it grievct. 

Some, Incky, find a flow*ry spat. 
Tot which they never toiVd nor swat ; 
They drink the sweet, and eat the fat, 

But care or paio ; 
And, haply, eye the harren hat 

Wr high disdam. 

Wi' steady aim, some Fortune chase ; 
Keen Ilope does every sinew brace ; 
Thro' fair, thro' foul, they arge the race. 

And seize the prey : 
Then cannle, in !K>me cozie place, 

They dose tlie day. 

And ithers, like yoar hamble servan', 
Per wights ! nae mies nor roads obsenrin ; 
To right or left, etemal swenrin^ 

They zigzag on ; 
Till CTUBt wi* age, obscure and starfin« 

They afteng^roan. 

Alas ! what bitter toll and strainin !— 
Bat tmce wi* peevish, poor comnlainin ; 
Is Fortane's flckle Luna wanin : 

B'en let her gang ! 
Beneatb what light she haa remainin 

LetiB sing cur sang. 



Till Kieles binar f»* »k«£. v^^_" 



G» Ihie hfmw ch« to feie S-« 
« j ^ -AiHianidsoflMiMki 

Andjffl^dwhiskTgieto^Ä 
Cntil üiej acooner. 

A^oftcrneto WiüU IHit : 
C»ie wemltk to Mae be-kdge^d cit, 

. InceDtpereeot 

«rt gie me PMl, sterimgwit, 

•Aod IVn eoDtent. 

TÄ^ ^* "* P'^'** *« keep me J 

As lang'« the Moses dinna fi3^' 
To say the grace." 
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«r'd wV yoa-0 fool! föol! fool! 

How mach nnlike ! 
heaiti are just a standin^ pool, 

Yonr lives a dyke I 

larebrain'd sentimental traces 

«ir onletter'd nameless faces * 

io§o triUs and graces, , 

Ye never stray, 
graoudmo, solemn basses, 

Ya hum away. 

■e sae araoey nae doubt ye're wUet 
ferly tbo' ye do despiHe 
lainim-scainim, ram-stam boys, 

The rattling squad ; 
you npward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road. — 

st I — but I shall haud me there— 
roa I'U scarce sang ony where-^ 
y Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

Bat quat my sang, 
ent, with you to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 
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Sae, nae refleetion on ymxr fffoeey 

Your kingship to bespatter ; 
There's mony waor been o' the raoe. 

And aiblios ane been better 

Than you this day. 

Ib Terv trae my sor'reiffn kinir, 

My skiU may weel be doiibted ; 
But nets are chiels tbat winna ding, 

And downa be dispated ; 
Tour royal nest, beneath yoar wiog, 

Is e'en right left and cloated, 
And now the third pari o' the stiing. 

And less, will ffang aboat it 
Than did ae day 

Fftr be't frae roe that I asph«, 

To blame your legislation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or Are, 

To role this Dii;;hty natkm ! 
Bat faith ! I muckle doabt, my 8ire, 

Ye'vJ trnsted 'ministration 
To chaps, wha' in a bam or byre, 

Wad better fiU their »tation 

Than courts yon day. 

And now ye've given aald Britain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 
Your sair taxation does her ik'ece, 

Till she has scarce a tester ; 
For me, thank Ood ! my life's a Uoff 

Nae bargain wearint; faster, 
Or, faith I I feiir that, wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

I' the craft some day. 

I'in no mistrusting WilUie Pitt^ 
When taxes be enlargea, 
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(And WüPs a trae g^de fanow*9 get| 

A name not envy spairges), 
That he intends to pay yoor debt. 

And lessen a' your chanres ; 
Bat, O-d sake ! let nac tamng fit 

Abridge your bonny bareefl 

And boats thia day. 

Adieu, mv Liege l may f^reedom gefk 

Beneath your high protection : 
And may ye rax Gjrruption's neck, 

And gie her for dissection. 
But since I'm here, IMl no neglect, 

In loyal, troe affection, 
To pay your Queen^ with due respect, 

My fealty and stibjection 

This great birth-day. 

Hail, Majeiiy Most Excellent ! 

While nobles strive to please ye, 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye? 
Thae bonnv baimtlme, Heav'n has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze ye? 
In bliss, tili Fate some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

For you, youn$r potentate of Wales, 

1 teil your Higlmess fairly, 
Down Pleasure's strearo, wi' swelling sails, 

I*m tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may giiaw your nails, 

And curse your foUy sairly, 
That e'er ye brak Dianä's pales, 

Or rattled dice wi' Charlie, 
By night or day. 
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Yet aft a nggad eowti^* been knowa 

To mak a noble mtwr; 
Sae ye roay doocely fiU a throne^ 

For a' their dishmaclarer : 
Tbere, him* at Agineourt wha thoDe, 

Few better wer« or braver ; 
And yety wF fanny, qaeer SirJohn^* 

He was an nnco shaver 

For mony a day. 

For youy right reverend Osnabnrg, 

Nane sets thc laton-^eeves sweeter 
Although a ribband at your lug 

Wad been adress completer! 
Asye dlsown yon paughty dog 

That bears tbelceys of Peter, 
Tben, swith ! and get a wife to hng, 

Or, troth! ye'll stain the mitre 
bome luckless day. 

Yonng, royal Tarry Breeks, I leam, 

Ye've lately come athwart her; 
A ^lorioos gaUeyyX stem and etern, 

Weel riggM for Venu£ barter ; 
But flrst nang out, that she*!! discem 

Your bymeneal Charter, 
Then beave abourd your grapple-aini, 

And, large npo' her quarter, 

Come füll that day. 

Ye, lastly, bonny blossoms a*, 
Qe royal lasses dainty, 

• King Henry V. 
tSlr John FkiltUiff. S«e Shakspeare's Henry IV. 
: Alluding to the neir«paper-account of % c«n«Au l^o^%^ 
ui)i>r'jf Biaour. 
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And wbftn the day had closM hli e«, 

Far i' the weit, 
Ben i' the tpenee, right pentivelie, 

I gaedtorest. 

There, lanely, by the higle cheek 
I sat, and ee'd the spewin reek, 
That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking smeek^ 

The auM clay biggin ; 
And heard the restless rattons sqneak 

Aboat the riggin. 

A' in this motty, misty olinie, 
I backward mas'd on wasted tlme, 
How I had spent my youthfa' pirinie, 

And done nae thing, 
Bat Btringfaig blethers op in rhyme, 

For fools to siDg. 

Had I to gude advice bat barkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or struttit in a bank, and clarkit 

My cash-account ; 
Wlille here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th* amoont, 

I starteil, matfring, Blockhead ! coof ! 
And beav'd on high my wankit loof, 
To swear by a* you starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 
That I, henceforth, wad be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 

When, click ! the string the sneck did dra^ ; 
And iee ! the door gaed to the wa', 
And by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

New bleezing brlghl, 



/ 
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A tight, outlandbh fiizzie, braw, 
Come füll in sight. 

Ye needna doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The Infant aith, half-form'd, was cruftht ; 
I glow'rd as eerie's I'd been dosht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she bini 

And stepped ben« 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu', round her brows 
I took her for some Scottish Mut€f 

By that same token ; 
And come to stop those reckless vows 

Wad soon been broken. 

A * harebrain'd, sentimental trace' 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shonc füll upon her ; 
Her eye, ev'n tum'd on empty Space, 

Beam'd keen wf honour. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen, 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ; 
And sie a leg ! my bonny Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tignt, and clean, 

Nane eise cam near it. 

Her numtle large, o* greenish hue, 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 

Deep ligktt and sJiades, bold-mingling, ti 

A lustre grand, 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A tcell'knoion land. 
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liTen in the na were lost, 
ly monntaii» to the skies were tost ; 
tiimMingbiUows marked the coesty 

Wi' surgiiigr foun ; 
y distuit ihone Alfs lofty bout, 

The lordly doiae. 

Dmm poni^d down his ftr-fietch'd floodt, 
I. well-fed Irwine stately thods : 
nemit ilyr staw throogh bis woods, 

On to the shore ; 
nony a lesser torrent scads, 

Wi' seemin roar. 

in a Sandy valley spread, 
ident borüugh reard her faead ; 
as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a racc, 
'ry nobler virtue bred, 

And polish'd gprace. 

ately tow'r or palace fair, 

lins pendeüt in the air, 

Sterns of heroes. here and there, 

I coold discem ; 
seem'd to mose, some seem'd to dare, 

Wi' feature stem. 

eart did glowing transport feel, 

e a race* heroic wheel, 

irandish round the deep-dyed steel 

In stnrdy blows : 
i back recoiling seem'd to reel 

Tbeir southron foes. 



• The Wallac«», 
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His Country's Satiour,* mark liin wall ; 
Bold RichordUm*9\ liaroie twell ; 
The Chief on Sark^ who gMm Ml, 

In high ooummd i 
And He^ whom mthieM fiitet ezpel 

HisnathneUuid. 

There, where a loeptor'd PieCtfftft ahad» 
Stalk'd round hit ashea lowly kid, 
I mark'd a martial raoe, pcMurtray'd 

In eokmn itrong ; 
Bold, soldier-featnr'd, nndianmy'dy 

They atrode akng. 

Throagh many a wild romantic giovej 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd core^ 
(Fit haunU for firiendship or for love), 

Ln mntfa^p moody 
An agedjudge^ I saw him rove« 

Dispenahig goocL 

With deep-strack reTerential awe5 
The learned nre and «m I saw. 

* William WaOace. 

t Adam Wallac« of Rielmrdtoii, cootin to th« 
preserrer of Seottiah indepMMtonee. 

X Wallace, Laird of Cnlgi^ wko waa Mcond ia 
under Douglai, Earl of Onnond, at the ftunoat battlo oa ti 
bankf of Saric, fiMight ofMM» 1448. Tbatgiortoot TletOffy« 
principally owinf to tlw Jodielout eondnet nd la tm p H inärn 
of the gallant Laiid of Craigi«^ who dtodof hli irwmdiaA 
tlie action. 

i CoUiii,KfaigoftbePleli»fkomwbomtbediatrietof K| 
if Mid to tako fts aan^ llet Iwried, as tiadidoii Mja^ a«M i 
fiimily aeat of tiM MontgoaMiiea of Ck)IIillald, ivhon 1 
burial-plaoo ia atUl ahewB. 

I Bankimataif^ the aaat of fhe lata Lord Jnsttoo dtik* 

^ Oatrina^ tlw atatoftbo lata Doctor, and pr aa aat 
Stewart, 
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Vatnm's. God vad Natnre'a la^ 

They gave their lore : 
i, all ita aoiffee and end to draw, 

Tliat, to adore. 

don^M brave ward* I well conld spy, 
eath old Scotü^s smiling eye ; 
» call*d OB Fftme, low Standing by, 

To band bim on, 
sre many a patriot-name on bigb, 

And bero shone. 



OUAN SECOND 

:h mnsinff deep^ astonish'd stare, 
jVd the heavenly-seemingyair; 
hisp'ring throb did witnesa bear 

Of kindred sweet, 
m with an eider sister's air 

She did me greet. 

1 hall ! my own inspired Bard, 
le thy native Muse regard ! 
longer moum thy fate as hanl, 

Thus Doorly low ! 
me to give thee such reward 

As we bestow. 

noWy the great genius of this land 
many a light, aerial band, 
), kU oeneath bis hi^h command, 

Harmonionsly, 
irtfl and arms they understand, 

Their laboure ply. 



Coionel Fullarton. 



" 'Mong Bweuing^ nooos ot reeRing gon 
They, ardent, kUidling spirits pour; 
Or, 'mid tbe venal senate's roar, 

Tbey, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

And grace the band. 

" And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age, 
They bind tbe wild poetic rage 

In energy, 
Or poiot the inconclusive page 

Fall on the eye. 

" Hence FvUarton^ the brave and you 
Hence Dempster't zeal-inspirin^ tongt 
Hence sweet harmonlous Beaitie rang 

His'Ministrellays;' 
Or tore, with nobler ardoar stong, 

The tceptie*» bays. 
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Soine teadi to meKonte the plain 

With tillage-dciU ; 
And tome inttroct the sbepherd-train, 

Bly the o'er the hilL 

" Some hint the lo^er's hannless wile ; 
Some gnce the maiden's artlera sinile ; 
Some Booth the lab'rer*« ireary toll 

For humble gahis. 
And make his cottage-ecenes begnile 

His cares and pains. 

'* Some, boanded to a district-space, 
Explore at large tnan's Infant racG, 
To mark the embryotic trace 

OrrusticBard! 
And careful note each op'ning grace, 

A guide and gnard. 

" Oftheie am I—Coila my name ; 

And this district as mine I claim. 

Whera once the CampbelU, chiefs of fatne, 

Held ruling pow'r ; 
I mark'd thy embryo tnneful flame, 

Thy natal hoor. 

** With fntare hone, I oft wouM gaze, 
Fond, on thy little early ways, 
Thy rudely caroll'd chiming phrasc, 

In nnconth rbymes, 
Fir'd at the simple artless lays 

Of other times. 

<' I saw thee seek the sonnding shor«, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
Or wnen the north his fleecy störe 

Drove through the ftWj , 



1 saw tüee eye the.firen'ral roirth 

With boundless love. 

'* When ripen'd fields, and azure skies, 
Caird fortn the reapers' rnstliog noise, 
I saw thee leave their evening ioys, 

And lonely stalk, 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 

" When ^outhful Love, warm-blushing, 
Keen-shivering sliot thy nerves aloni^, 
Those accentSj grateful to thy tongue, 

Th' adored Name^ 
I taught thee how to pour in song, 

To soothe thy flame. 

** I saw thy pulse's maddening play, 
Wild send thee pleasure's devioas way, 
Misled by fancy's meteor ray, 



lV9 W««« 
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" Thoa cfliist not leani, nor ean I aliow, 
To pttint with Thonuon'i landscape-gwiTy 
Or wmke the bosom-melting throe 

With Shefuton^M art ; 
Or poar, with Gray, the movinfc flow 

Warm on the heart. 

*< Yet an beneath th' nnrivaird rose, 
The lowlv daisy sweetly blows ; 
Though iBfge tlie forest monarch throws 

His army shade, 
Yet green the Juicy hawthom grows, 

Adown the glade. 

'< Theo never murmar nor repioe ; 
Strive in thy humble spbere to shine ; 
And tmst me, not PatotVs mine, 

Nor king's r^ard, 
Can give a bllss o'ermatching thuie, 

A nutic Bord, 

**To give my connsels all in one, 
Thy tnnefal flame still carefal fan ; 
Preserre ihe dianity ofMan 

With sool erect ! 
And trost, the Univenal Plan 

Will all Protect. 

*'And wear thou ihis" — she solemn said, 
And boond the Holly round my head ; 
And polish'd leaves and berries red 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a pa8i«in&: though t, she fled 

In light away. 



The Rigid Wise anither: 

The cleanest com that e'er was d 
May hae some pilet o* caff in ; 

Sae ne'er a fellow-creature lUght 
For random flu o' daflin. 

Solotnon. — Eet 



O Ye wha are sae gade yoursel 

Sae pious and sae holy, 
Ye've Doaght to do but mark and 1 

Your neebour's fauts and foUy f 
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mfl] 

Supply'd wi' Store o* water, 
The neapit happer's ebbing still. 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals, 
That freqnent pass douce Wisdom'i 

Tfnr crlaSlrof Prtllv'a rw^rfola • 
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Discount what scant occasion gave, 

That purity ye pride in. 
And (wbat's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Yoor better art o' hiding 

Think, when yoar castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a whallop, 
What ragins most his veins oonynlM, 

Tliat still eternal eallop ; 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' yoar tail, 

Right on ye send yoar sea^way ; 
Bat in the teeth o' baith to sail, 

It maJLS an anco lee-way. 

See Social Life and Glee sit down, 

A' joyous and unthinking, 
Uli, qaite transmag^ify'd, they're grown 

Debaachery and drinking ; 
O wad they stay to calcolate 

Th' eternal consequences ; 
Or yoar more dreaded hell to State, 

Damnation of expcnses ! 

Ye hiffh, exalted, virtaoas dames, 

Tied op in goglly laces, 
Before you gie poor fraiity names, 

Sappose a cbange o' cases ; 
A dear-lov'd lad, convenience snag, 

A treacheroofl inclination 

Bot, )et me whisper V your lug, 

Ye're aiblins oae temptation. 

Then eently scan yoar brother man, 

Still gentler sbter woman, 
Tho* they may gang a kennin wiiiiig ; 

To Step aside is human : 
One point mast still be greatly daxk^ 

T/ie moviog why they do il •, 
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And deed her bainu, man wife, and wean, 

In moorning weed ; 
To death she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tarn Samaon's dead. 

The bretbren o' the mystic level 
May hbig their head in wofu' bevel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel 

Likeony bead; 
Death's gien the Lodge an onco devel. 

Tarn Dämson's dead ! 

When Winter muffles ap bis cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the lou^hs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they Station at the cock ? 

Tarn Sanuon'8 dead l 

He was the king o' a' the core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or ap the rink like Jehu roar 

In time o' need ; 
Bat now he lags on death's Tiog^Mcore, 

Tarn Samson'0 dead * 

Now safe the statelv saamont sali, 
And troata bedrop'd wi' erimson hail, 
And eels, weel keun*d for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in desitWsJish'Creel we wail 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Hejoice, ye birriog paitricks a' ; 
Ye cootie muirococks, crousely craw ; 
Ye mankins, cock your fuds fa' bruw 
Wjthooten dread *, 



But.ocbJbe.^tlo'S^tfsdeadt 
l„,amtbeb ,^«^d^ 

And aye »«^th ^x^^^^ HSie • 

Till co*«4 ^^i' depfiS Äwoipet, 

No^beproclal«Jj;§,^ttf»d««*^ 



,0»»S' M»»»- 
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Teil every «x»^ cewe J»»» P'^igg gu\Ue, 

jüimamock. 



pasbiuii w. ,.. , - ^ 

history of Human Natura m iw ruu«, w . 

nations ; and it may be some entertainment in a p 
mind, if any such should honour the author with 
to see the remaina of it among the more onenlif 
our own. 



Yes I let the rieh deride, the proud diedain, 
The simple pleasures of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my bearit, 
One natire charm, than all the gloss of art 

Gold 



Upon that night, when fairies light, 

On Cassilit Dotonansf dance, 
Or owre the lays, in Bplendid blaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance : . 
Or for Colean the rout ia ta'en, 

Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 
There, up the Cove^X to Btray and rove 

Amang the rocks and streams, 

To Sport that night, 
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Amang the bonny windioR banks, 

Where Doon ring wimplin clear, 
Whime Bbucb* ance rurd the martial rankf, 

And shook the Ccarrick epear, 
Sonie merry. friendly contra folks 

Together aid convene, 
To hum tiieir nits, and vou thehr Stocks, 

And liaad their HaUoween, 

Fa' blitbe that night. 

Tbe lasMs feat, and deanly neat, 

Mair braw tlian when they're fine ; 
Their faces blithe, fu' sweetJy kythe, 

Hearts leal, and warm, and kin' : 
The lads sae tri<^, wi' wooer-babs, 

Well knotted on tlieir garten, 
Some unco blate, and some wi' gabs, 

Gar lasscs' hearts gang startin, 

Wbyles fast at night. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 
Their stocksf inaun a' be sought ance ; 

They steek their een, and graip and wale, 
For niuckle anes, and straught anes. 

* The famoas family of that name, the ancettorB of Robert, 
tbe great deliverer of his country, were Earli of Carrick. 

fDie fint ceremony of Halloween is puUing cach a stocMt 
or plant of kail. They must go out, hand in hand, with ey< a 
tfaut, and pulllheflrat they meet with ; its being bigorlittl«s 
•tralgbt or crooked, is prophetie of the size and shape of tlie 
Ofejaet of all their spells — the hutband or wife. If any pird^ 
•r carth, itick to the root, that it tocher or fortune ; and 
the taute of the custoct that it, the heart of the stem, is 
indicatlve of the natural temper and digpoeition. Lastly, 
tbe Sterne, or, to give them their ordinary appellatiou, thb 
ruHtSf are placed »oraewhere above the head of the door; 
■nd tbe Christian names of the people whom chance brinprs 
failo th« house, are according to the priority ot p\«üc\Tv% >Xv« 
rrnntM, tb» names in qaegtion, 

17 a 



Poor hav'rel Will Cell nff tlift ifrHI, 

And wander'd thro' tlie bma-hnl. 
And pOQ't, for want o' belter sliiff, 

A ruTit was like nsoir-tail, 

Saebow'lthttt night. 
Tlien, itranght or crooked, yird or nane 

They roar and crj a' throo'ther; 
The YHTy we« thinga, todjin, rin 

Wi' Stocks out-uwre thcir shoatlier ; 
And Elf the cuttoc'i »wret or Bour, 

WI* Jnctckge tliey tuet« them ; 
Svne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care Ihey've plac'd lliem 



Behindthcmuclcletbom: 
Hfl grippEt Neliy hard and fast ; 

lÄuu sklrled a' Ihe lasgos ; 
But her tap-picile maist was lost 

When kluUin 1' tlie fuase-hauw 

Wi' him thut High 

Tlie Bnld giidewife'a wetl-hordiM > 
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And monie kds* and lasses' iates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, oouthie, aide by aide, 

And bnm thegither trimly : 
Some Start awa' wi' sancy pride, 

Aad jnmp oat-owre the ehimUe 
Fa' high that night. 

Jean slips in twa, wi' tentle ee ; 

Wha twas, she wadna teil ; 
Bat this is Joek, and this is me, 

She sayB in to hersei : 
He bleez'd owre her, and ehe owre him, 

As they wad never raair part ; 
Till foff ! he started up the lani, 

And Jean had e'en a sair heart, 
To see't that night. 

Poor Willie, wi' his baw-hiil runt 

Was brunt wi' nrimsie Mallie ; 
And Mallie, nae aoabt, took the drunt, 

To be compar'd to Willie : 
Mairs nit lap out wi' pridefu' fling, 

And her am fit it brunt it ; 
Whüe Willie lap, and swoor byjing, 

Twas jost the way he wanted 
To be that night 

Kdl had the fiinse-house in her min', 

She pits berself and Rob in ; 
In loTing bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase tiiey're sobbin : 
KeU's heart was dancing at the view ; 

She whisper'd Rob to lenk for't : 



Ar«; aod aeoordngly as they burn quietly togeUier, or ttart 
inm befid« oim inother, the coune and iMue o! the coutV* 
üripiriUte. 
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8he faS'd her pipe wi' sie a lunt. 

In wrath ehe was sae vap'rin, 
8]ie notic'd na, an aizle bnint 

Her biaw new worset apron 

Oat thro' that niglit 

« Te little skelpic-limmer's face ! 

How dare von try sie sportin, 
As seek the foal thief oinr plaoe, 

For him to spae yonr fortune : 
Nae doubt bat ye may get a nght ! 

Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 
For mony a ane has gotten a frigbt, 

An' li?'d and died deleeret 
On sie a night. 

" Ae hairst afore the Sherra-Moor, 

I mind't as weel's yestreen, 
I was a gilpey theiu I'm sure 

I was no past fyfteen : 
The simmer had been cold and wat, 

And stuff was unco green ; 
And ay a rantin kirn we gat, 

And just on Halloween 

It feil that night. 

** Onr stibble-rle was Rab M'Oraen, 

A clever stnrdy fallow ; 
He's sin gat Epple Sim wi' wean, 

That liv'd in Achmacalla; 
He gat hemp'teed,* I mind it weel, 

And he made unco light o't ; 

yottv httlr all the tlme; the face of your conjugal com- 
pamUm, te Ite, wUl be seen in the glam, as if peeping over 
-fwuf •bouldM*. 

' 8teal o«t, nnperceired, and ww an hmAtuV ol \i«cn.v 
JmnvHiag it with anj thing you can Qcm^«iA«cw>\^ 
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But mony a day was hy hinuel, 
Ue was sae sairly frighted 

That Vera night." 

Tfaen up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

And ne swoor by bis conscience, 
That he could saw hemp^seed a peek 

Für it was a' but nonsense : 
The aold gudeman raught down the poek| 

And out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bade him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Some time when nae ane seed him, 
And try't that night. 

He marches thro' aroang the Stacks, 

Tho' he was something sturtin ; 
The graip he for a harrow tacks, 

And haurls at hls curpin : 
And ev'ry now and then, he says, 

*' Hemp-seed, I saw thee. 
And her that is to be ray lass, 

Come after me and draw thee, 
As fast this night." 

He whistled up Lord Lennox' march, 

To keep bis courage cheery ; 
Altho' his hair began to arcb, 

He was sae iley'd and eerie : 



draw «fter you. Repeat, now and then, **H6ib 
■aw thee, hemp-leed, I saw thee ; and him (or hf 
to be my trae-IoTe, come after me and pou tbcn 
over your left Shoulder, and you will see thepen« 
in th« attitud« of pulling hemp. 8ome tndii 
** Come after me and shaw thee/' that is, show t 
which eaee it simply appears. Others omit tht k 
and ukj, **Come after me, and harrow thee." 
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Till presently he hean a sqaeak, 

And then a grane an' gründe : 
He by his shouther gae a keek, 

And tnmbled wi' a winüe 

Out-owre that night. 

He roar'd a borrid murder-shout, 

In dreadfu' desperation ! 
And yonng and auld cam rinnin oat, 

To hear the sad narration ; 
He swoor 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or Croachie Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! ehe t^otted thro* tnem a' -. 

And wlia was it but grumphie 

As teer that night. 

M^ fain wad to the barn hae ^ane , 

To toin three wecJttt o' naetJiing ;• 
But for to meet the deil her lane, 

She pat but little faith in : 
She gies the herd a pickle nits, 

And twf red-cheekit apples, 
To watch, while for the barn she sets, 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipples 

That very night. 



* This charm must likewisebeperformed, unperceived and 
alone. You go to the barn, and open both doors, taking 
ihbm off the hinget if possible, for there is danger that tlie 
being about to appear may shut the doors, and do you some 
ada^hlef. Then take that Instrument used in winnowing the 
eam, whlch« hi our country dialect, we call a wecht, und go 
tiirmigh all the attitudes of lettlng down corn against Um 
wind. Repeat it three times : and the third time an appa- 
ritkm will paas through the barn, in at the windy door and 
oat irt the otber, having both the figure in question, and the 
•fipearaaoe or retinae marking the employioent or »lätvou 
iaUfa. 



Fa' fast that night. 

They hoy't ont Will, wi* sair ad vice ; 

T^ey hecht him soine fine braw ane 
It chanc'd the stcich hefaddonCd tkh 

Was timiner propt for tbrawin : 
He taks a swirlie auld moss-oak, 

For some black gronsome carlin ; 
And loot a winze, and drew a stroke, 

Till skin in blypes cam haurlln 

Äff 's nieves that nig 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As cantie as a kittlin ; 
Bat, och ! that nieht, amang the sha^ 

She gat a fearfir settlin ! 
She thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 

And owre the hill eaed scrievin, 
Whare three lairds' Tands met at ahh 

To dip her left sark sieeve in, 

lXr»a Ko«* ♦V»«»* *»»rrl»* 
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Whyles owre the linn the barnie plays, 

As thro' tbe glen it wimprt ; 
Wbvles round a rocky scar it stays, 

Wbyles in a wiel it dimprt ; 
Wbyles glitter'd to the nig^htly rays, 

Wi' bickeriog, dandng dazzle ; 
Wbyles cockit onderneatb tbe braes, 

Below tbe spreading basel, 

Uuseen tbat night. 

Amang tbe bracbens, on tbe brae, 

Between her and tbe moon, 
Tbe deil, or eise an outler quey, 

Gat up and gae a croon ; 
Poor Leezie'a beart malst lap tbe bool ; 

Near lav*rock-heigbt sbe jumpit^ 
Bat miss'd a fit, ancf in tbe pool 

Out-owre tbe lags sbe plampit, 

Wi' a plunge tbat night. 

In Order, on tbe clean beartb-stane, 

The lugffies tbree* are ranged, 
And every time great care is ta'en 

To See them duly changed ! 



Ue awake; and« lome time near mldnight, an apparition 
haring the ezact Agare of the grand object in question, 
will come and tum the sieeve, as if to dry the other side of it. 
* Take three dishes ; put clean water in one, fonl water in 
anitlwr, aad leave the third empty. Blindfold a person, 
and lead bim to the hearth where the disbes are ranged : he 
(or rtw) dipa tlieUft hand : if by Chance in the clean watcr, 
the fiiture husband or wife will come to the bar of matri- 
mmmf a maid ; if in the foul, a widow ; if in the empty dish, 
it' iHvIels, with equal certainty, no marriage at all. It is 
r iy ua la d three times; and every time the «LTT«&%:e>m«iv\. -A 
th« 4Ube» js altered. 



And unco tales, and fanny jokes, 
Their sports were cheap and cheerj 

Till hutter'd so*ntf* wi* fra^^rant lont, 
Sets a' their gabs a-steerio ; 

Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunt, 
They parted äff careerin 

Fu' blythe that night. 



THB 

AÜLD FARMER'S 

NBV-YEAR MORNING SALUT ATION 1 

MAKE MAOGIB, 

On giving her the acciutomed Ripp of Com i 

New Year. 

A Oude Neio-Year I wish thee. Mas 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggi 
Tbo^ thon's howe-backit now, and \au 
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Fve Seen thee dappl't, sieek, aod glaizie, 

A bonny gray : 
He should been tight that daur't to raize thee 

Ance in a day. 

Tboa ance was i' the Ibremost rank, 
AflXly buirdly, steeve, and swank, 
Aod set weel down a shapely shank 

As e'er tteaA yird ; 
And coold hae flown out-owre a stank 

like ony bird, 

It's now some nine»and-twenty year. 
Sin* thoa was my guld father*s meertf 
He f^eA me thee, o' tocher clear, 

And fifty mark : 
Thoogh it was sma*, 'twas weel-won gear. 

And thou was stark. 

Wl^en first I gaed to woo my Jenny ^ 
Ye then vaa trottin wi' yonr minnle : 
Tbo' ye was triekie, siee, and funny, 

Ye ne'er was donsie ; 
fiat hamely tawie, quiet, and cannie, 

And onco sonsie. 

That day ye pranc'd wi' muckle nride, 
When ye bare bame my bonrue oride : 
And iweet and g^acefir she did ride, 

Wr maMen air ! 
Kyle-Stewart I coold bragged wide, 

For sie a pair. 

Tbo' now ye dow bat hoyte and hobbie. 
And wintle like a saomont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For beels and win*. 



lowns DOdies ran, and stood 

And ca't thi 

When thou was corn't, and I 
We took the road av like a sv 
At brootes thou had ne'er a fi 
« ^ For pith an( 

Bat every tail thou pay't thei 

Whare'er th 

The sma* droop-rumprt hunt« 
Might aiblms waurt thee for { 
But sax Scotch miles thou trj 

JNae whip nor spur, but just a 

O' sangh or 

Thou was a noble ßUie-lan* 
As eV in tug or tow was dra? 
Aft thee and I, in aught hours 
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n frosts lay lang, and snaws were deep, 
threaten'd laboar back to keep, 
d thy cog a wee bit heap, 

Aboon the timmer ; 
an*d my Maggie wad na sieep 

For that, or simmer. 

urt or car thoa never reestit ; 
Bteyeat brae thou wad bae fac't it ; 
i never lap, and sten't, and breastit, 

Then stood to blaw ; 
just thy Step a wee thing hastit, 

Tlioa snoov't awa. 

oUugh is now thy baim-time a' ; 
* gsdlant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
>ye sax niae. I'?e sell't awa, 

That thou hast ourst : 
r drew me thretteen pund and twa, 

The very warst. 

y a sair danrk we twa hae wroughty 
wi* the weary warl' fought ! 
mony an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
here to crazy age were brought ! 

Wi' something yet. 

think na, my auld trusty servan', 
. now, perhaps, thou's less deservin, 
thy auld days may end in starvin, 

For my last fou, 
apit stimpartt VU reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

re wom to crazy years thegither *, 
I toyte Höout wV Ane anither \ 
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An' bleak December'B winds ensain, 
Baith snell and keen ! 

Tbon saw the field« laid bare and waste, 
An' weaiy winter cominj? fiist, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thon thouscht to dweU, 
TDl Crash ! the cmd eoulter past 

Out throngh thy ceU. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now tbou*9 tum'd ont, for a' thy trouble, 

Bat hoase or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

And cranreuch cauld ! 

Bat, Moasie, thoa art no thy lane, 
In proving ßjretigJU may be vain : 
The best-uüd schemes o' mice and men 

Gan^ af c a-gley. 
And lea'e ns nought bat ^ef and pain, 

Forpromis'djoy. 

StiU thon art blest, compar*d wi' me : 
Tlie preMent only toncheth thee ; 
But, och ! I backward cast my ee, 

Oq prospects drear ! 
And forward, though I canna tee. 

I ffuess an'Jear. 



\ WINTER NIGHT. 



le pclltng or [hli pllU« it 



V/hkv biting Boi'cai' !eü and doure, 
Sharp shivert^ Ihm' tbe leaileSEi boVr ; 
When Pbabui piea a aliorl-liv'd glow'r 

Far Boulh tlie lift— 
Dim-dark'ning thro' Ihe Hak; ihow'r 

Or whirling ilrift ; 

Ab ni((ht the atorm the steeples raeked, 
l'oor Labour swpeC Iii eleep wai lockpd, 
WliUe bums, «vi'.snawy wrcaltis ujwjbol 



Wild-eddying av 



Lbt'ninn Uie door» and winaocki rattle, 
1 thou^ht me on Ihe oiirie cuttt«, 
Or »ü\y aheep, ivha bide tbia brattle, 

O* wintor war, 
And thro' the drift, decp-hiirin^, BpralLti 



llk bapping bird, nee, lielpli^s! 
That, Id the merry montha □' a 
Ovlighted me 10 Jiear tbee »ine 
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£t1» Jim oü ■und'ring envidi toiTd, 
Ion» fiw» jMtf MMfi Immmi «ifl'i^ 
TlM Usod-steiB'd loott, mdfhMp-ooft qwQ'd, 

WMkipItflMitihetaMpettwild 

aow JrmßiBt^uk avviinnaiit-ninfl 

StfBLmüiwH'wg thowghtt» » penrife twth, 

Boteiii oiytoiili 
Wboi €B »7 «w tUf ^alntive iMiiy 

Skm, tokoDiiy 



* BIow. bknr. ya wfaidiy witii hatTisr gast! 
Amd ümm, llmi bitter^Utiag firott ! 
Deaeowiy ye diilly» «iiotheriiig soows ! 
Not all jgvrrmL m oow anited, ahowi 

More JttrdiuikiiidiMtB, nnrdeatiiig:, 

Vettgdbl naliee. uniepentiiig, 
Um» bMTli-ilHuDiB'd Man miWotiier Man bestows. 

See ttom OliproMkm'i iron srip. 
Or mtd AtpiJMoo?9 gonr Sana, 

Scnding, Uke bleod-hoaiiat firam the dipi^ 
Woe, want, aad nordery o'er a land ! 

Bv'ki is tlie^Mcdal roral fala^ 

Ihith, weMung, teils the numnifal tele, 
How pmBpenl üniiiy, Flatt^y by her aide, 

The paniaHe emponMifaw her ear, 

WHli all the ipenrile wretehea hi u» rear, 
LoflAu (/er pnmd Property eztended wide» 

And ^yea the shaple, matie Hind, 
Wbose toU QphokU the glittering ahoW| 

A eraatuxe of another kiod, 

SoBM coftraer iubstance, nnrefin'd. 
Phiced tbr her hirdly ose ihm &r, um» vile below* 

Where, where is Lote'e food, tcaider throe» 

inth hmilT Honour'a lofty brow, 
ThepönVi joo jm«di(y ownt 



Wbom friend? und f 


__ aalisfj-d keen Nntur. 


— ^r trelch'donhlsstraw 
i *^ Jletliro'thBraEgeilr 


^^ .^« i'l o'er bis sluinbera 
fc.*^-!^- Jnk on the diuigeoD 


•r-'^i-iwe Gmlt Bild poof 


^_,^_,^ >lt, erring mau, rali 
% a^^^ wretdU alrasdy er 


. ^loii'a sons are hm 
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'^ ^-leep Ulis truth 




r- 





BÜRNB' POEMS. U9 

EPISTLE TO DAVIE,* 

A BROTHER POET. 

Januarff — -. 

Wbilb wincU frae taff Ben-Lonumd blaw, 
And bar the doora wi' driving miaw, 

And hing ns owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And apin a lene or twa o' rhyme, 

In hamely westlin llngle. 
WhUe frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla-lug, 
I gradge a wee the great folk's gift, 
That live sae blen an' snug : 
I tent lese, and want less, 

Their roomy fire-side ; 
Bat hanker and canker 
To see their cursed pride. 

It's hardly in a body's power 

To keep, at tiines, frae being Bour, 

To see bow tiiings are sbar'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whvles in want, 
While coofs on coantless tuousands rant, 

And ken na how to wair*! ; 
But, Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Though we hae little gear, 
WeVe fit to win our daily bread, 
As lang*s we're hale and fier : 
" Mair spier na, nor fear na," t 
Auld Age ne'er miiid a feg ; 
The last crt the warst o't, 
Ib only for to heg. 



•Darid Sillar, one of the club atTarboltoii, lue author 5« 
Vo«ume of Poenu iu the Scottish diaicct. 

f RnrnSHy. 
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Te may be wise, or rieh, or great 
Bat JMvar can be blest j 
Nae treasores, nor pleasares, 
Could make us happy lang ; 
The heart ay's the part ay 
That makes us right or wrang. 



niink ye, that sie as yoa and I, 

rVlia dmdge and drive through wet and dry, 

Wi* never-ceasfaig toü ; 
[liink ye, are we less blest than they, 
yha Bcarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their whUe ? 
Llas ! how aft in haoghty mood, 
Gtod's creatares they oppress ! 
)r eise, neglecting a' that^s gude, 
They riot in ezoess ! 
Baith eareless, and fearless 
Of either heav'n or hell ; 
Esteeming and deeming 
It's a' an idle tale ! 



nien let us cheerfu' acquiesee, 

ff or make cur scanty pleasures les«^ 

By pining at our State ; 
ind, e?en shonld misfortunes come, 
[y here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. 
rbev gie the wit o' age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel ; 
rhev make us see the mked truth, 
The real guid and ill. 
Tho* losses and Grosses 

Be lessons right seyere, 
There's wit there, ye'll get there, 
ye*lJ ßnd nae Über where. 
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And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie nore tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens, 

The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean* 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready m^asure rins as fine 
As Phcebas and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

IUI ance he's fuirly bet ; 
And tben he'll bilch, and stilt, and jirap, 
An rin an unco fit ; 
But lest thcn, the beast thcn, 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now, 
His sweaty wizen'd hide. 




THE LAMENT, 

CCASXOITBD BY THE UKVORTUKA.Tfi XS8UB OP A PUIBXU'S 

AMOITB. 



AlasI how oft does Goodness wound itf«elf ! 
▲nd «weet Affection pro?e the spring uf wo. 

Ifotiu. 



O Thou pale orb, that silent shines, 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 

Thou see'st a wretch that inly pines, 
And wanders here to wail and Y/eep \ 



aOKNS' POBU8, 



Uo« Ufa K 



h thj- wan, unwannin 
-I, i^lalDe^latlonllf- 



] tove ai* all a 



I JnyleM View Üiy raya adoni 

Tlie fainUy-mstked ij ixrant liitl ; 
I jovieu <ie« thy tniinblliii; liura 

ärflected )□ the gur^ding HU ; 
My rDDdly-fluItering heart, be still 1 

Tbou biisy pawer^ Remembnuice, ci 
Ah! tauat uifliigomzui^ thrlU 

For ever bar rüturniag peacel ^ 
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Tben who her pangs and paint wOl sooth. 
Her aorrows ahare, and make them less ! 

Ye wingad honrs that o'er ns past, 

Enraptor'd more, the more enjoy'd, 
Yoar dear remembranee in my breast, 

My fondly-treasnr'd thoogots employ'd. 
That breast, how dreary now, and Toidj 

For her too scanty once of room ! 
Bv'n every ray of hope destroy'd. 

And not a toUh to gild the gloom ! 

The mom that warms th' approacbing day, 

Awakes me np to teil and wo : 
I see the hoars in long array, 

That I mnst suffer, lingering, slow. 
Füll many a pang and many a throe, 

Keen Recollection's diretul train, 
Most wring my soal, ere Phcebus, low, 

Shall kiss the distant westem maüi. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 

Sore harass'd out wlth care and grieP, 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keep watchings wltii the nightly thief : 
Or, if I slamber, Fancy, Chief, 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
Even day, all bitter, briugs relief, 

From such a horror^breathing night. 

O thou bright queen, who o*er the expanse, 

Now higliest reign'st, with boandless sway : 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Obscrv'd us, fondly, wand'ring, stray ; 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While Love's luxunous pul:»e boat high, 
Beneath tiiy silver-gieaming ray, 

To mark thy inutaal kiudiing eye. 



BURHS' POSM8. 107 



reet every ia<l returning night, 
And joyleM morn the same. 
Tou, bustUng, and iostling, 

Forget each grief and jp&in ; 
I listless, yet restless. 
Find CTery prospect vain. 



low blest the Solitary's lot, 
Vho, all-foTgetting, aU forgot 
Within his humble cell, 
"he caTern wild, wlth tangling roots, 
its o'er his newly-gatherM fraits, 
Beside his crystal well ! « 
>r, haply, to his eveniog thougbt, 
By unfreaaented stream, 
he wavs oi men are distant brought, 
A funt collected dream ; 
Whlle praising, and raising 

His thoaghts to heaven on high, 
As wand'riog, meand'ring, 
He views the solemn sky. 



Iian I, no lonely hermit plac'd, 
Hiere ne^er haman footstep trac'd, 
Less fit to play the part ; 
"he lacky moment to improve, 
iud just to stop, sndjust to move, 
Wlth self-respecting art ; 
lot, ah ! those pleasures, lo^es, and joys^ 
Which I too keenly taste, 
lie Solitary can despise, 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not. he heeds not 

Or haman love or hate. 
Whilst I here, must cry here 
Atperfidy iügrate I 



Oh ! enviible, eariy divi, 

Whcn danclng thougbtlm pItMiin'i i 

Ta care, lo giiilt, nnhnown ) 
Kow ill exclianii^d for riper timM, 
Tu feti tbe follies or l.he crfmes, 

Of üthefB, or my owa 1 
Ye tiny elv« l)LBt eulltlraa aport 

Like linntU in tbe bueb, 
Vf^ iittlu know the iUa ye court, 

Wlien manbood ii jaai wisk 1 

That aetive ?;i(ui cngapp I 
Tiie fenrs all, Ihe teure «11, 
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The leafless trees my fancy please, 
Their fiite retembies inine. 

Thoa Power Svxnreme, whoae mighty scheine 

These woes ofmine lolfil, 
Here, firm, I rest, they mnst be best, 

Becaose they are Thy Will ! 
Then all I want, (O, do thoa grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to er^oy Thoa most deny, 

Awist me to resign. 



THB 

COTTEB'S 8ATÜRDAY NIGHT. 

UrSCBIBBO TO iU AITKEK, MQ. 



Let not araUtioB inoek thelr nseful toil, 
Their homely Joyi, and destiny obscure ; 

Har ffnmdeur hear, with a dUdainful nnile, 
The tbort bat fimple annals of the poor. — Gray, 



Mt lot'd, my honour'd, much-respected friend ! 

No mercenar^ bard bis horaage pays; 
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish eml, 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise ; 
To yoa I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The Iowly train in life's sequesterd scene : 
The native feelings strong, the guileleäs ways, 

What AUJten in a cott^e would have been : 
Ah l tluMigh his worth onknown, far happier tlicre, I 
weenT 



}T L'liill b}sw# ]0ud vi' ün^r3' ta^h ; 



i^bTack 



._ blnekening train o' craira to tiiBir n^ 
loil'-Rorn Coiler fne bis labour gne», 
TiiJ nitfW hi» nqekly moil l» nl an eod, 
ecls hJB «pades, liia Tnattocks, anil tii^ bne* 
opbig ttie fnom In ease and reit lo epenii, 



eneath llie Bhdter of &i 
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er, wi' her needle and her sheers, 

Id claes look aratiidt es weel*8 the iiew ; 

rr mizes a' wi' admonltion dae. 

ter*! and their mistress's commaiid 
Aken a' are wanied to obey ; 
their labours wi' an eydent band, 
er, tbough oat o' sij^ht, to jaok and plny ; 
be ture to fear the Lord aiway I 
id yonr duty duly morn and night ! 
nptatioii's path ye gang astray, 
luB coansel and assisting might : 
IT Bought iu vain that sought the Lojar 

! a rap comes gently to the door, 
wha kens the meaning o' the sarae, 
a neebor lad came o'er the moor, 
)me errands, and convoy her harne. 
DOther sees the concious ilame 
in Jenny*8 ee^ and flash her cheek ; 
rt-stmck anxious care inquires bis name, 
Tennv bafflins is afraid to speak : 
is'd the mother bears it's nae wild worthleFi 



y welcome Jenny brings bim ben : 

pan youtb ; he tuks the mother's eye : 

nny sees the visit's no ill-taen ; 

her cracks o' horses, pleughs, and kye. 

j^ter's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

te and faithfu', scarce can weel behave ; 

er wi' a woraan's wiles, can spy 

laks the youtb sae bashfu' and sae grave : 

»'d to think her baim's respectit like tbe lave. 

love I where love like this is found ! V 

;felt raptures 1 bliss beyoivd comvai.'C^\ 



iieneatn utv . 

galc.* 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart 

A wretch ! a ▼illain ! lost to love aod tn 
That can, with stadied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Betray sweet Jenny'» onsuspecting youl 
Curse on bis peipar'd arts ! disscmbling sm 

Are honoor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd 
Is there no pity, no relentinp: roth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distrai 

I But now the sapper crowns their simple b 

The halesome parritch, chief o' Scotia*. 
The soape their only Hawkie does afibru 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows he 
The dame brings forth in complimental o 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebt 
And aft he's prest, and aft he ca's it gud 

The frugal wifie, gamilous, will teU, 
Tj^q, 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint wa 
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¥Bf dumt their artksa notes in simple ffolte ; 
Thej tone tlieir liearts, by far the nobfest aim ; 
Brpaps Jhmde^s wild warbltng meuaret rfM, 
Or maintive Martyrt, worthy of the name ; 
r noble Mgin beets the heaT'n-ward flame, 
Tbe Bweetest far of Seotia's holy lays : 
gnjpar'd wi' tliese, Italian trills are tarne ; 
Tlie tickled eara no heaitfelt raptares raiie ; 
ae nnisoa liae they wi' onr Creator*s praiM. 

he priest-Hke father reads the sacred page, 
How Abram was theßnend qfChd on high } 
r JHoset bade eternal warfare wage, 
With AmaleH^i ungracioas progeny ! 
r how tlie royal bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging Ire ; 
r Jbft*« pathetic piaint, and wailing cry ; 
Or rapt Isaiah*i wild, seraphic fire : 
r other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

erhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 
Howguiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
[ow He^ who bore in Heaven the second name, 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 
[ow hls flrst followers and servants sped, 
Tbe precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
vm A«, who lone in Patmos banished, 
Baw in the sun a mishtv angel stand ; 
Ad lieaid great Bab'lons doom pronoiinc'd by 
HeaTen's command. 

hen kneeling down to Hraybn's Etbbnal Kino 
The mint, ihe father, and the huahand prays : 
[ope * Springs exulting on triuraphant wiug,'* 
liiat thui they all shall meet in tature days ; 

• Pope*$ IFindsor ForRtt. 
J7 I 
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There ever bask in uncreated rays 
No more to sigh or shed tfae bitter tear, 

Together hymning tlieir Creator'a praise, 
In such Society, yet still more dear ; 

While circllng time moves roond in an etenwl splM 

Compar'd with tbis, how poor religion's pride. 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide, 

Devotion's every grace, except tbe hecart. 
The Power, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 

The poropons strain, the sacerdot-al stole; 
Bat haply, in some cottage far apart, 

May near, well pleas'd, the language of the soul 
And in bis book ojlife the inmates poor enrol. 

Then bonieward all take off their several way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest ; 
The parent jpair their secret homage pay, 

And proffer up to Heav'n the wurm request, 
That Hcy who stills the raven's clamorous nest, 

And decks the lily fair in iiowery pride, 
VYould, in the way bis wisdom sees tbe best, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
Bat chiefly in their hearts with grace divine presi< 

From scenes like theseold Scoiiä's grandear spriiij 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
Princes and lords are but tlic brcath of kingn, 

* An honest man's the neblest work of Gm ;' 
And certes, in fair virtue*s heavenly road, 

Tlie cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load, 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickcdness refin'd ! 



O, Scotia! my dear, my nativc soll: 
For whom my wärmest wish to Heaven is t>ent T 
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Ba bkrt wtth kMtth, aad fMMu Md MPMk eoDtoit ! 
indf 1 ma^Bmfm Üwir stefia UratjraveBl 
Fron lazVT^ eootagion, wmk nd vUe 1 
aroMMt md flsraiMCt tennti 



Ä w M mom a pap mime t wmj jiim Hut n^ite, 
lad ftipft ft wall of flra arond thfllr »«01140?^ ij/e. 

> TbouI fAo paniM tiie patrfotia tida, 

That ttMaaU timMgh IralfaofV oadainlad haart 
If bo dMd to aaUy ttam ^pnauiio pridc^ 

<> acAlf die. tka aeeoiid gkNriaw party 
Tbe-patnotfi God peeuliany thoa mrt, 

Wß fHaody intpirary gnaroian, and raward !) 

> naver, nevar SooÜb^» nalm datert : 

Bat atiU tbe j»a<rio#, and thepolrfo« fton^ 
JD bi||^<tteaiarimi nuee, ha omamnt and piaid. 



MAJf WAS MADB TO MOUBN. 
A maoB. 

WBBir ehin Korember's raiiy Uast 

Kade fleldt and Iprests baro, 
Ona a? ening at I wanderM forth 

AIoBg the baokf of iiyf\ 
1 99^A BaDy whoie a^^atq» 

seam'd weary, wom wlth eare ; 
His ftee was ranow'd o'er with yearti 

And lioary was hb hair. 

Tomg stianger, whither wandertst thtm t 

Ba^aa the revereod sage ; 
Doas tbirst of wealth tby step eoostraiiiy 

Or joatUnl pleasore's laga t 



I 

'l 



i 



Where handreds labour tu »»^^ . 

\ haughty lordling'B pride; 
I've seen von weary winter snn 

Twice forty times retnrn ; 
And every tiroe has added proofs, 
':t That man was made to moura. 

O man ! wbile in thj early yean, 

How prodigal of time! 
Mis-spendlng a)l their predom houi 
j Tby glorioas youthful prime ! 

Alternate follies take the sway : 

Licentious passions burn ; 
Which tenfola force gives nature's li 

That man was made to mourn. 

Look not alone on youthftil prime» 
Or manhood's active miuht ; 
t Man then is usefal to liis kind, 

' * Supported is hiß right : 

But see him on the edge of life, 

- "^A onrrows Wom« 
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Thro' WMU7 lifs this lesson learn, 
Tiiat man was made to moarn. 

Many tnd sharp the nam'rous ffla 

Inwoven with our fnme l 
JCore pointed still we make onraelvca, 

B^pret, remone, and shame I 
And man, whose heaf'n-erected hee 

The snules of love adom, 
Man's inhumanity to man, 

Makes coontless thoosands moum. 

See yonder poor, o'erlabonr'd wlght, 

So abject, mean, and Tile, 
Who begs a brother of tbe earth 

To gi^e him leare to toil ;* 
And see bis lordXy feUoto^worm 

The poor petition spara, 
Unmindful, thoush a wec^ing wife, 

And helpless offspring, mourn. 

If I'm yon hanghty lordling's slave^ 

By natore's law design'd, 
Whv was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind ? 
If not, why am I subject to 

Eis cmelty or scom ? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make bis fellow moum ? 

Tet let not this too much my soo, 

Distnrb thy youthful breast : 
TUs partial riew of human kind 

Is snrely not the loit, 
The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had nover^ smne, been bom, 



■ 



The great, the weaiiuj , 

From pomp and pleasure torö ! 

Bnt, oh f a blest relief to those 
That weary-laden mourn ! 



A PRAYER 



IN THE PK08PECT OF DBA1 

O Thou unknown, Almighty Caus 
Of all mv hope and fear, 

In whose dread presence, ere an h« 
Perbaps I must appear ! 

If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun ; 
As sometking loadly in my breas 

Rononstrates I have done ; 
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Where with inteniion I have en^d, 

No other plea I have, 
Bat — Thouartgood; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS 

ON THE SAMB OCCASION. 

IT am I loth to leaTe this earthly scene ? 
laye I so foand it fall of pleasiii^r charms ? > 
ne drops of joy, with draaghts of ill between . 
fome gleams of sanshine 'raid renewing storms 
t departing pangs my soul alarms ? 
)r death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
' guÜt, for guilt, my terrors are in anns ; 
tremble to approach an angry Oud, 
d justly smart beneath bis sin-avenging rod. 

n wonld I say, < Forgive my fonl offence !' 

'ain promise never more to disobey : 

t, should my Author health again dispense, 

Izain I might desert fair virtue's way ; 

am in follv's path might go astitiy ! 

Igain exalt the brate, and sink the man ; 

>n how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

iVho act so countcr heavenly mercy's plan ? 

10 sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation ran. 

Phon, great Govemor of all below ! 

f I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 

l nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 

>r still the tumult of the raging sea : 

Ih that contrulling power assist e'en me, 

rhose headlong furious passions to confine ; 

r tdl unfit I feel my pow'rs to be, 

Po nile their torrent in th' allowed line : 

aid me with thy help, OninipoUn<it Diislne. 



(j inaj r Buiccre« 



Tbe hoanr sire— the mortal stroke, 
Long, long be pleas'd to spare! 

To bless hu litüe filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 

She, who her lovely oflbpring eyw 
With tender hopes ana fears, 

O bless her with a mother's joys. 
Bat spare a mother's teara ! 



Their hope, their stay, thcir 

In manliood's dawniDff bhiih : 

Bless hlm, thou Qod of S>Ye and tm 
Up to a parenf a wiah ! 

The beaateons seraph sister-band, 
With earnest tears I pray, 

Thou know*8t the snares on every h 
Guide thou their steps alway ! 
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THE FIBST PSALH. 

Thb mm, in life wherever plaeed, 

Hath hmppiiiess in störe, 
Who wftlks not in the wi Jied't way. 

Kor learas the gaütj Uxre ! 

Nor firom tlie aeat of scornfiil pride, 
Gasts forth bis eyes abroad. 

Bat witb bumility'and awe 
Still walks before bis Qod. 

That man sball flourish like the treet 

Which by the streamlets grow ; 
The fruitfiil top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 

Bat he whose blossom bads in g^t 
Shall to the groond be cast, 

And, like the rootless stnbble, tost 
Beiwe th« fweeping blast. 

For why ? tiiat God the good ador« 
Hath given them peaoe and rest, 

Bat hath decreed that wicked men 
CÜiall ne'er be tnüy blest. 



A PRAYHR. 

miDBR THB PKBS8ÜKB OP TIOLBVT ANGÜISH. 

O Thou Oreat Being ! what thou art 

Sarpasses me to know : 
Tet sore I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works bolow. 



O, fipee my weary eyes irui«. ^, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 
To soit sorae wise design ; 

Tben man my soul with firm resc 
To bear and not repine ! 



TM E FIRST Si: 



VERSES OF THJ 
PSALM. 



O Thoü, tfae first, the greatest 
Of all the human race ! 

Whose strong lisht band has e^ 
Their stay and dwellmg-plac 

Before the mountains heav'd t 
'Reneatb thy forming band, 
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Appear no more before thy sight 
Than yesterday thafs past. 

Thoa giy'st the word : Tby creature man, 

Is to existeoce brought : 
Again thoa Bay'st, * Ye sons of men, 

' Betom ye into nooght !' 

Thoa hiyest them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thoa tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They floarish like the morning flowV, 

In beauty's pride anray'd ; 
Bat long ere night out down it lies 

All wither'd and decav'd. 



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TUKNIMO ONB DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, 
IN APRIL, 1786. 

Wbb. modest, crirason-tipped flow'r, 
Thoa 8 met me in an evil hour ; 
For I mann crush amaoe the stoore 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Thou bonnie gern ! 

Alas ! it's DO thy necbor sweet, 
The bonnie Lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dowy weet, 

Wi' speckled breast, 
When apward-springing, blithe, to greet 

The purpling east. 



tue naunuDff nuw n» uur Kurueiui yui 
High sheltenng woodt and wa's mau 
But thoQ, beneath the random bield 

O* dod or stane, 
Adorns the hiBtie itibble-ßM, 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle ekd, 
Thy snawy bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thou lifts thy unassaming head 

In humble guise : 
Bat now the sTiare uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 



Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweetflow*ret of the rnral ahao«, 
By love'B simplicitr betrayed, 

And guileless tnut. 
TiU she, like thee, afi soU'd, b laid 

Low i' the dost. 



J 



Witnin tby cold embrace » 



TO MISS LOGAN, 

WITH BBATTIE'S POEMS, AS A NBW-Tl 
JANUABY 1, 1787. 

AoAiN the silent wheels of time 
Their annual roand have driven, 

And you though scarce in maiden i 
Are 80 much nearer Heaven. 

No gifts have I from Indian coast 
The Infant year to hail ; 

I 8end\'ou more than India boaste 
In EdioirCs simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithless ? 
Is charged, perhaps, too true ! 
'-«»• »naid, each lover • 



BUBNS' POBH8. 127 

Tlio' it sbonld senre nae other end 

Than ja»! a kind memento ; 
But bow the snbject-theme may gang, 

Let time and cbance detemiine ; 
Perhaps it may tarn oat a sang, 

Pernaps tum oat a sermon. 

STe'll try tbe world soon, my lad, 

And, Andrew dear, believe me. 
Ye'll find mankind an unco sqaaa, 

And mackle they may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble set yoar tboagbt, 

Even wben your end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to noagbt, 

Wbere every nerve is stndned. 

111 no say men are Tillains a' : 

The real, barden'd wicked, 
Wha hae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few restricted : 
But, och ! mankind are unco weak, 

And little to be tnuted ; 
Iftelfthe wavering balance shake, 

It'd rarely right adjusted ! 

Yet they who fa* in fortune's strife, 

Their fate we should na censure, 
For still th' impartant end o' life 

They equally may answer : 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare hiiii, 
A man may tak a ncebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare bim. 

Ave free, aff.han' yoar story teil, 

wben wi* a bosom-crony ; 
Bot ttill keep sometblng to yonrsel 

Ye wMTceJy teil to ony. 
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nrael a« (ml'a ye am 



i 



The Bacrerl lawe o' »eel-plac'd tovr 

Luiuriantly indolge it ; 
Biit never tempt th' iüiett roM, 

Tho' neetbinK siKmld dlnl^ U, 
I wavp tha quBnlUD o' the «In, 

TbB huEHrd of concenling : 
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And Aiheist's laaffh's a poor ezcbange 
For Deity offenaed ! 

When ranting round in pleasnie's ring, 

Reliffion may be blinded ; 
Or if sne gie a random tting, 

It may De little minded ; 
Bot when on life we're tempest-driT'n 

A conscienee but a caoker— 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n 

Is sare a noble anchor. 

Adieu, dear, amiable yoath ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting : 
May Prudence, Fortitnde, and Tnitli, 

Erect vour brow undaimting ! 
In plonsliman-phrase, " God send you speed* 

Still aaily to grow wlser ; 
And may ye better reclc the rede, 

Tban ever did th' adviser. 



•0- 



ON A SCOTCH BARD, 

OOHB TO THB WBST ZITDIBS. 

A* ye wha li?e by soups o* drinic, 
A* ye wha live by crambo-clinlt, 
A' ye wha live and never thinlc, 

Come, moam wl' me t 
Our hiUif^s gi'en U8 a* a jink, 

And owre the sea. 

Lament him a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore ; 
Nae mair he'll jom the merry roar, 

In social key ; 
17 x 



Bat he wu kIbr u ony vam 
Thit's owre t 

Aiild, cantle KyU in«y ireep 
And Btafn them ni' the Baut, 
TitiU mak ber poor sdM tact 

In flind«T« fl« 
He VB9 her laureate numj a 

Tliat'i owre t 

He MV Ui«tbrtune> caald h 

Lang mu ' 

Ajinetl 
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He ne'er was gi'en to great mitioiidiog, 
Yet eohi his pouehes wmA. nae bide in ; 
WV him it ne'er was under Mding ; 

He dealt ü free : 
The Mose was a' that he took pride fai, 

Thaf s owie the sea. 

Jamaiea boäiet, ose him weel. 
And hap him in a cosie biel ; 
Yell find liim aye a dainty chiel, 

And fii' o' glee ! 
He wad na wrant^d the vera deil, 

That's owre the sea. 

Fkrewell, my rkjfme-componng bülie ! 
Yonr native soU wai» right ill-wilUe ; 
Bat may ye flonrish like a Uly, 

Now bonnille ! 
111 toast yc in my liindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea. 



TO A HAGGIS. 

Fair fa' yonr honest, sonsie fisu:e, 
Great chieftain o' the pudding race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

"^ainch, tripe, or thairm , 
Weel are ye wordy of a graee 

As langes my ann. 

The g^roaning trencher there ye fiU, 
Yonr hardies like a distant bill, 
Yonr pin wad help to mend a mUl 

In time o* need, 
Wliile thro* yonr pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 
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His knife lee nutic laboor dHirht, 
And cut yoa up wi' ready Bleis^t, 
Tr^ichiog yonr ffoshing entrails bright 

Dkeonyditch; 
And then, O what a glorious si^ht, 

Warm-reekin, rieh. 

Then hörn for hom tfaey Stretch and strite^ 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes. bely ve, 

Aod bent like ammt ; 
Then auld gudeman, malst like to rive, • 

Bethankit hams. 

Is there that o'er his French ragwU^ 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Orjricassee wad mak her spew 

Wi* perfect sconner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scomfu' Tiew, 

On sie a dinner ? 

Poor devil t see him owre his trash, 

As feckless as a wither*d rash, 

His spindle-shank a gaid whip-lash, 

His neive a nit : 
Thro* bloody flood or field to dash, 

Ohowunfltl 

But mark the rustic, haggit^fed^ 

The trembling earth resounds his tread, 

Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 

Hell mak it whissle ; 
And legs, and arms, and heads will sned^ 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye powers, wha mak mankind your caroi 
Jna dish them oat thf'ir bill o* fare, 
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▲ BEDICATIOV 

TO OATXV XAXIIiroVy BSq^ 

BzFBCT iML lir. in tbis namftiQOy 
A fleecbin, mtiiVin dedintioiiy 
To roose yoa np, «od ea' yon nid, 
And tpmng o* mat and noUe Unia, 
Becaase jthte nimanied likA kii Ordet, 
PeriiaiM fdated to the noe; 
Tben wben lim lir'd— and tae ai« y» 
Wi* mony a folsome sinfu' Ue, 
Set np a fuet, htm I stop thort, 
For fetr yoor moderty ba bvrt. 

Ulis may do— mann do, tir, wf Uiam wba 
May pkate the great folk for a waawiba ; 
For me ! tae laigh I needaa bow, 
For. Lord betbankitl Ietm]^Ai0h' 
And wben I downa yoke anaur, 
Thea, Lord be tfaankitt leamXeff! 
See I thall ny» and tbatfk nae flatterin, 
Its jost depoei, and do pairon, 

The Peet» some gnid angel bdp bim ! 
Or dse, I ftar, aome Hl ane tkelp Um; 
He may do weel for a' he*! done ye^ 
Bat onlj hfl^e ao Jast hegaa yet 

The Patron (sfar, ye mann fofgie mc, 
I winna lie.eome what wiU o* me), 
On e?^ hnad it wül albm'd be, 
HAj Mt na ebetlartiMBiha-thimklba. 



As master, landlord, hosband, fatfa 
He does na fail his part in either. 

Bat then, nae thanks to him for 
Nae godly Symptom ye can ca' thi 
It's naetmng bat a milder featare 
Of oar poor sinta' corrapt natare : 
Yell get the best of moral workt, 
'Mang black Oentoos and pagan T 
Or hanten wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha nerer heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's friend in 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
It's no thro' terror of d-mn-ti-n ; 
It's jast a camal inclination. 

Morality. thou deadly bane, 
Th^ tens o^thoosands thon hast sl 
Vain is bis hope, whose stay and t 
In moral mercy, trath, and justice 

No— Stretch a point to catch a ] 
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Grünt ap a solemn lengthen'd groan. 
And damn a* parties bat yonr own ; 
I'll Warrant then, ye're na deeeiver, 
A steady, stordyy staunch believer. 

O ye wha leave the Springs o' Caivin^ 
For ffumlie dubt o' your ain delfinf 
Ye sons of beresy and error, 
Ye^U some day squeel in aoaking terror ! 
When Yengeance draws tne sword in wrath, 
And in Üie Are throws the sheath ; 
When Rain, witb bis sweeping bewm, 
Just frets tili Heav*n commission gies bim : 
Wbile o'er tbe harp pale Mis'ry moans, 
And strikes tbe ever-deepening tones, 
StUl loader sbrjeks, and nea vier groans f 

Yoar pardon, sir, for tbis digression, 
I maist tbrgat my dedication ; 
Bat wben oivinity comes cross me, 
My readers still are sare to lose nie. 

So, sir, ye see, 'twaa nae daft vaponr ; 
fiat I matarely tbougbt it proper, 
Wben a' my works I did review, 
To dedicate tbem, sir, to You: 
Because (ye need na tak it iil) 
I tbougbt tbem sometbing like yourseP. 

Tben patronize tbem wi' your favour. 

And your petitioner shall ever 

I bad amaist said, everjiray, 

Bat tbat's a word I need na say : 

For prayinz I bae little skill o't ; 

Vm baitb dead-sweer, and wretcbed 111 o't ; 

Bat I's« repeat eacb poor man's pray'r, 

T'hat kens or hears about you, sir 



1 



Till Hamiltons, at iea«b » w 

Are frae their naptial laboura riseD : 
Five bonny lasses roaod their table, 
And seven braw fellows, stout and abte 
To serve their king and coontry t« eel, 
B^ Word, or pen, or pointpd steel ! 
>iay heaith and peace, wi' mutoal rayt, 
Stiine on the ev'nine o' bis dayt ; 
Till bis wee corlie JoMt ier-oe, 
When ebbing lifo nae mair shall flow, 
The last, sad, moumfal rites bestow !' 



i>» 



I will not wind a lang conclosion, 
Wi' complimentary effiulon ; 
But whilst your wishes and endeavoars 
Are blest wi' fortune's smiles and fafours, 
I am, dear sir, with zeal most ferrent, 
Your much indebted, hamble senrant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent !) 
»-««-fori carl, Wantf 
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» tl» tender gnshing tear, 

1 reeognise inj nuater dm, 

adlasSy low, we meet tbegither, 

Bir, yoor haiid — myfriend and brothcr. 



TO A LOUSB, 

mve OVB OH A ULBT'S BOWST A.T OHUBa^*!!. 

irhare ye gaun, ye crawlio ferlie ! 
impodeoce protects yoa sairly ; 
la say butye strunt rarely. 

Owre praazo and lace ; 
lith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On aic a place. 

[y, ereepin, blastit wonner, 

;ea, shnnn'd by saunt and sinner, 

lare yoa set yoar fit unon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
»mewhere eise and seelc yoor dinner 

On some poor body. 

, in some begear's haffet squattle ! 
ye creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Der kinared jampin cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
i hom nor bane ne'er dura unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

laod von there, ye're ont o* sigbt, 
the mtt'rilb, snug and tight ; 
Ith ye yet ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye*ve got on it, 
ira tapniost, tow'rint? height 

O* Mus*s bannet. 



Yoa on mn aold wife's flannen toy ; 
Or aibliiu fome bit daddie bojr, 

Oa'8 wylieeoat ; 
But MiM't fine Lunardi ; fie, 

How dare yoa do^t ! 

O, Jenny f diima toss yoor head. 
Aod tet yoar beanties a' a bread ! 
Ye little ken wbat caraed speed 

Tbe bUtftie't makin! 
Tbae winkt andßnger-endtf I dread 

Are notice takJn ! 



O wad fome pow'r the giftie gie at 
To See ourteu at othert teeut; 
It wad frae monie a blonder free ns 

And fooliah notion : 
What aire in drest and galt wad lea'< 

And ev'n Devotion ! 
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arking wildly-scatter'd flow'n, 
the banks of Ayr I stray'd, 
[^ingy lone^ the Imp^ring boon, 
ter m thy li<moiird ahade. 

aOth still swells the golden tide, 
sy trade hls laboare |>lie8 ; 
rehiteetme's noble prkle 
ileganoe and splendcHur rise ; 
itiee, from her native skies, 
wields her balance and her rod ; 
anüng, with hie eagle eyes, 
tcience in her coy abode. 

B, Edina, social, kind, 
open arms the stranger hail ; 
ews enlarg'd, their liberal mind, 
3 the narrow mral Tale ; 
re still to sorrow's wall, 
yimX merit's silent claim ; 
er may their sources fall ! 
lever envy blot their name ! 

tghters bright thy walks adom! 
18 the ffildM Summer sky, 
s the ctewy milk- white Üiom, 
■8 the raptnr'd thriil of joy ! 
met strikes th' adoring eye, 
m's beauties on my fancy shlne ; 
3 tire of love on high^ 
iwn his work indeed divine. 

ratching high the least alarms, 
ongh rüde fortress gleams afar ; 
ne hold vet'ran, gray in arms, 
nark'd with many a seamy scar : 
d'rons wall and massy bar, 
rlBlng o*er the ragged rock, 



BUBire' PoKlfi 



Bwe-ftruck thanitht, and pityin 

re Seotia'ikinm of oiher yean, 
m'd heroFs, hiit tiwir royal homi 
! liov chang*!! tfae timem ta com« 
«ir royal nBm< low io tbe dflit '. 
■ hoplcss rare irild-wuid'iInK r« 
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EPIBTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

AH OLD BCOmSH BARD. 

AprU 1, 1785. 

^HILB brien and woodbines bndding grien, 
nd paitricks scraiching loud at e'en, 
nd mornin ponssie whuldin seen, 

Inspire my mnse, 
liii freedom in an wiknmcn frien' 

I pray excuse. 

n Fasten-een we had a rockin, 

9 ca' the crack, and weave our stockiii ; 

nd there was mnckle fan and jokin, 

Ye need na donbt ; 
t length we had a hearty yokln 

At sang dhout. 

lere was ae sang amang the rest, 
hooD them a' it pleas'd me best, 
lat some kind hosband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 
tliirrd the heart-strings thro* the breast, 

A' to the life. 

re searce heard ousht described sae wcel, 
liat gen'rous, manly bosoms feel ; 
looght I, ** Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie's wark !" 
ley tanld me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk, 

pat me fidgin fain to hear't, 
id sae about him there I spier't, 



t/k »a.^- . 



And eitner uuuc« 

Or rhymes and sangs he'd made himsel, 

Or witty catches, 
Tween Invemess and Tlviotdale, 

He had few matchea. 

Then up I gat, and swore an aith, 

Tho' I should pawn my pleugh and graith 

Or die a cadger pownie'8 death, 

At Bome dyke-back, 
A pint and gill I'd gie them baith 

To hear }our crack. 

Bat, first and foremost, I shonld teil, 
Amaist as soon as I coald spell, 
I to the crarnboj-jingle feil, 

Tho' rüde and rough, 
Yct crooning to a body's Bei, 

Does weel enongh. 

I am naepoet, in a sense. 
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Bat, by yoar leaves, my learned fbes, 
Ye're maybe wrang. 

Whafs a' yoiir Jargon o' yonr schools, 
Your Latin names for homs and atools, 
If honest nature made yon fooU, 

What sairs your grammars ? 
Ye'd better taen up spades and uiools, 

Or Knappin-hammers. 

A set o' dnll eonodted hashes, 
Confase their brains in College cla^es ! 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses, 

Piain truth to speak ; 
And syne they think to climb Pamassnt 

By dint o* Greek. 

Gie me ae «park o' Natnre's fire, 

Thafa a* the leaming I desire ; 

Then tho' I drudge thro' dub and mire 

At pleugh or cart, 
My muse, tho' hamely in attire, 

May toach the heart. 

O for a spunk o* Allan* 8 glee, 

Or Feratuson*8, the bauld and slee, 

Or bright LapraWSy my friend to be, 

Ificanhitit; 
That woold be lear eneugh for me, 

Ificoaldgetit. 

Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends, I believe, are few, 
Yet if your catalogae be fon, 

I'se no insist, 
Bat gif yon want a friend that'a trae, 

Ym on your Ust. 



I like tbe lanet — uuoe longm me i 
Por Biony a plack the j whMdle firae me, 

At danee or fiür ; 
Mav be aome itker tkimg they |^e me ! 

They weel cao spare« 

Bat MaueUime race, or JfotieJUtiie feir, 
I should be proud to meet yoa there ; 
We*8e gie ae niffht's discharse to care, 

1 f we foi^tner, 
And bae a swapo* rh^mm-uxtre 

w r ane anither. 

The four-gill cbap, we'se fg^r him datier, 
And kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne well sit down and tak oor whitter, 

To cheer our heart ; 
And faith we'se be acqnainted better 

Before we part. 

-VA «»iflAh warlv race. 
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Who hold yonr betng on the tenni, 

«BaiAaidtheothert/ 
Gome to ray bowl, eome to my arms, 

My frieods, ray brothen ! 

Bot, to condade my lang epistle, 
As mv auld pen's worn to the grusle ! 
Twa lines frae yon wad gar me fissle, 

Who am, most fenrent, 
Whfle I can either smg, or whistle, 

Your fnend and senrant. 



TO THE SAME. 
Äprü 21, 1785 



While new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake, 
And pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This bour on e'enmg's edge I take, 

To own I'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For bis kind letter. 

Foijesket sair, wi' weary legs, 
Rattlm the com out-owre tne rigs^ 
Or dealing thron gh amang the naigs 

Their ten-bours bite, 
My awkward Muse sair pleads and begs, 

I wadna write. 

The tapetless ramfeezVd hizzy, 
She's saft at best, and something lazy, 
Quo' she, * Ye ken, weVe been sae bizzie 

This month and mair. 
Tbat, trouth,«ay bead is grown rigbt dizzie^ 

And fomeUiiiig ealr.' 
17 L 



Koose you «« ^^f]XIt^ frto.«y, 
Yet,enin.g»ect^^,«XÄÖyt 

Qnoth I, • Be*^^ rll dose it ; 
O, «,me hotcb-g«* « ^ ^f^ 



wr lytrt powy 
ni bngliy and ffaiQNnid tliftk« aij kg, 
A§lmDf^ I doir I 

Fow eomettiia lux and twMitMi slmma* 
F?« leen th« bod npo* tbe tbnaier, 
Btffl ptffeMBted tiy th6 Hmnier 

FnMTetrtoyaaf ; 
Bat y«ty detpfte thg UtUe kfanmer, 

Do ye en?y tlie diy yei^. 

Bemnt a kist to Ue and skknt, 

Qr pune-prood. l»ig wf cent. per oeot. 

And muckle wamci 
la aoma bit Imgh to repreaent 

AteüiaVnamet 

Or it^ iiie paaffhfy . feudal Hmum, 
Wi' luffled sanc and glandn cane, 
Wba thinka hknael naa iheep*shaDk tMUBe, 

Bat lotdly italka, 
WhilA capa and bonaeta äff ara ta'an, 

Aabybawalka. 

< 0, 3!A0U Irka glea IIa aadifoda gifty 
Oie me o^ wlt and aeoaa a Uf^ 

Than tarn me, If lÜow plaaaa. adifft, 
Thro* Seotland wida ; 

Wi' eita or laiida I wadna ahifty 
Inafthairprida.' 

Ware Ulis tha etofar ofoor alata» 

< On pafai o'hall ba rieh and grcot, 
Daomatkm th«n woold ba oar ftla^ 

Bcgroodiamead; 



And none Dui ne r 

O maodate gloriousand divine! 
The raffged followers o' the nine, 
Poor tooughtless deevils, yet may shin« 

In glorious light, 
While sordid sons o' Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 

Tho' here they scrape, and squeeze, Bnc 
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul 
May in some fotare carcass howl, 

The forest's fright, 
Or in Bome day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Burm arise, 
To reach thehr native, kindred skies, 
And iing their pleasures, hopes. and Jo 

In Bome mild spnerei 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties, 
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TO WILLIAM SIMPSON, 

OOHXLTBBB. 

May, 1785. 

I GAT yonr letter, wimiome WiUie : 
Wi' gratefa* heart, I thank you brawlie ; 
Thongh I mann say't I wad be Billy , 

And unco vain, 
Shoald I beUeve, my coaxin billie, 

Yoar fiatteiin strain. 

Bot I'se believe ye kindly meant it, 
I and be laith to think ye hinted 
InmSe satire, sidellns sklented 

On my poor muBle ; 
Thongh in sie pbrasin terms yeVe penn'd it, 

I scarce ezcose ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel, 
Shonld I but daar a ?iope to speel, 
WV Allan, or wi' Odbertfield, 

The braes o* fame ; 
Or Fergu89on, the writer chiel, 

A deathless name 



$ 



O Ferguuon l thy glorions parts 
;il Buited law's dry, musty arts ; 
My corse upon your whunstane bearts, 

Ye Bnbmgh gentry ! 
Tlie tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd bis pantry !) 



Tet when a tale comes i' my heaA, 
Or laasle gie my heart a acreed, 



Chiels''wha their chantew winna u«.., 
But tutic their lays, 

TUl echoes a* resound affsin 

Her wecl-Bung praisc. 

Nae poet thought her woTth Wb while, 
To set her name in measui^cl stvle > 
She laT like some unkenn'd-of isie 
»ne lay im« ^^.^^ ^^^ Holland, 

Or whar wüd-meeting ocean» boU 
Besouth MageUan, 

Ramsay and famons -P'f ^^[»«j«;^ . 
Gied For<Ä and Tay a hft aboon , 
y^^fand rtree^^ nionie a tune, 

Owre Scotland riiigs, 
While Jnmn, Lugar.Ayr, and I^oon, 

Naebody smgs. 

Th- IUi*^,.TH>^'.^]'^^^.f^„^ 
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Af t bore tbi gree, as ttory teils. 

Fne aonthroii liimat 

At Wällaet^ name, wluit Soottish bluod 
Bat boUs Bp in a sprinff-tMe flood ! 
Oft hae oor fiearieM ISithers atroda 

By WäÜM^ aide, 
Still pmaing onward red-wet ahod, 

Or glorioua died« 

O Bweet are CoÜa^i bangiia and wood», 
When lintwhites ohaat amang tha bada, 
And jinking baret in amorooa wbida, 

Tbeir loves eojoy, 
Wfaile througb the braea tha eoanat eroeda 

Wrwailfu'cry. 

Ev'n Winter bleak has cbarma to me, 
When winds rave throoffh the nakad trae; 
Or frosta on hüls of OchiUree 

Are hoanr gray ; 
Or blinding drlfts wild-mriouB nee, 

Dark'ning the day t 

O Nature! a' thy abews and form», 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charma ! 
Whether the summer kindly warma 

Wi' life and light, 
Or Winter howls, in gosty atorms, 

The lang dark night! 

The Mose, nae poet ever Aind her, 
Till by himsel he leamed to wander, 
Adown 8ome trottin bnm's meander, 

And no think lang : 
O sweet, to stray and pensive ponder 

A heart-felt aai^^ \ 



Fareweel, " my rhyme-composing 
WeVe been owre lang onkenn'd to 
Now let US lay our heads thegither 

In love fratemal : 
Aiay Envy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend, infenu 

While Highlandmen hate toUs and 
While Muirlan' herds like gude fai 
While Terra Finma, on her axia 

Diarnal turns, 
Count on a friend, in faith and pra 

In Robert JBums. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

My niemory*9 no worth a preen ; 
I had amaist forgotten clean, 
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Tbey tooik nas ptins thdr speeeh to balante, 

Or roles to gie, 
Bat tpek iheir thoti^hts in piain, braid lallanf . 

like yoa or me. 

In thae aold timea, tliey thooght the moon 
Just like a sark, or pair o^ shoon, 
Woi« bj degrees, tili her last roon 

Gaed past their Tiewin, 
And ahorUy alter she was done, 

They gat a new ane. 

This past for certain, nndispnted ; 
It ne'er cam in their heads to doubt it, 
Till chiels gat up and wad confute It, 

And ca'd it wrang : 
And muckle din there was about it, 

Both lond and lang. 

Some herdt, weel leam'd opo' the beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing mistenk ; 
For 'twas tne auld moon tam'd a nenk, 

And out o' sight, 
And backlins-comin, to the lenk 

She grew mair bright 

ThIs was deny'd, it was affirm'd ; 

The herdt and hirmls were alarm'd ; 

The rev'rend greybeards rav'd and storm'd, 

T'hat beardless laddies 
Shonld think ther l>etter were inform'd 

Tban their aold daddies. 

Frae lese to mair it gaed to sticks : 
Frae words and aitlw to clours and nicks, 
And mony a fallow gat his licks, 
WV bearty cfunt*. 
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And some, to Imoh thera for iheir trickty 
Were hang'd and bnmt. 

This game was play*d !n mony lands, 
And auUL'liqht caddies bnre sie hands, 
That faitb, the youn^rsten took the landt 

Wi' nimble shanka, 
Till lairds forbade, bv strict command«, 

Sic bfoidy pranks. 

But neW'liahi herds ^t sie a cowe, 
Folk thoagut them ruhi'd stick and stowe, 
Till now amaist on every knowe, 

Ye*U finä ane plac'd ; 
And some, tbeir new-lißht fair avow, 

Just qoite barefac'd. 

Nae doubt the azUd-ligTU flocht are bleatin : 
Their zealous herdt are vex'd and sweatln ; 
Mysel, I've even seen them ^reetin 

Wi* gimin spite, 
To bear the moon sae sadly lied on 

By word and wrile. 

But shortly they will cowe the loons, 
Some atüd-light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind't, in things they ca' balloofu, 

To tak a flight, 
And stay ae month amang the moontf 

And see them right. 

Gude Observation they will gie them ; 

And when the auld 7noon*& gaun to lea'e them, 

The bindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' thera, 

Just i' their ponch, 
And when the new-light billies see thera, 
I think they'll crouch. 
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Sae, 7« obtenre, that a' this elatter 
Is naething bat a ** moonshine matter /* 
Bat thoaga dnll-prose folk Latin splatter 

In logie tulzie, 
I hope we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sie bruilzie. 



EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKIIf , 

EHCLOSINO SOXB P0BX8. 

O BOUGH, rude, ready-witted Rankin, 
The wale o' cocks for tan and drinkin ! 
There's mony godly folks are thinkin 

Your dreams* and tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin, 

Stränght to aald Nick'n. 

Ye hae sae mony cracks and cants, 
And in your wicked, drucken rants, 
Ye mak a deevil o* the sannts, 

AndfiUthemfQ'; 
And then their failings, flaws, and wants, 

Are a* seen throngb. 

Hypocrisy, in mercv spare it ! 
Tiiat holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare't for their sakes wha aften wear il, 

The l}ids in block! 
Bat your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives't äff their back. 



* A certain humorous dream of hit wiis then nuikln^ a 
noiM in the countrj-side. 



A* that I bargain'd for and mair ; 
Sae, when ye bae an hour to spare, 

I will expect 
Von $ang ;* ye'll sen't, wi' cannie et 

And no neglect. 

Thou^h faith, sma' heart hae I to sin 
My Mose dow scarcely spread her ii 
I've play'd mysel a bonnie sprine, 

And danced m^ nil ; 
rd better gnine and sair't the king, 

At Bunker'» HiÜ, 

Twas ae night lately, in my fan, 

I gaed a roving wi' the gun. 

And brought a patrick to the gprun, 

A bonnie hen, 
And, as the twilight was begun, 

Thought nane wad k 
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Börne aald wM handi lud ta'€D a note, 
That iie & lien had got a sbot ; 
I wa^MNipectod finr the jfioif 

I leom'd to Ue ; 
So'gat the whiasle o* my groat» 

And payt the,^ 

Bot, my gnn, o' gans the wale. 
And by my poatber and my hafl. 
And by my nen, and by her taO, 

1 Tow and twear, 
The game shall pay, o'er moir and dale, 

For this, neist year. 

As soon's ihe cocktn-time is by, 
And the wee pouts begin to crv, 
L— d, Fse hae sportin by and by, 

for my ffowd guinea, 
Tbongh I should herd tne budütkin kye 

For't, in Virginia. 

Trowtfa, they had mnckle for to blame ! 
Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
Bat twa-tliree draps abont the warne, 

Scarce throngh the iinthers ; 
And baith a yellow G^rge to claim. 

And thole their blethers ! 

It pits me aye as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae nudr ! 
Bat permyworthi again are fair, 

When time's ezpedJent : 
Meanwhile I am, respected sir. 

Yonr moet obedient. 



Bethoucladwrowe« ,J^ 

Life U but a d«y »» «^^^.ess loBt ; 

.*w^«rA warm and higlif 



. 1. ... «Mal A f 
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k% Itfe itfelf beoomM dluMe, 
8eek tlie ehinmey-nook of tua^ 
There nuninate irlth lolMr thoogfaL 
On all thon'st leen» «id heard, aoa wrot 
And teaeh the spora^e younken round, 
8aw8 of ezperience, tag« and tound, 
8ay, man's troe, ganoisey estimate, 
The grand crtterkm of Ut ftta^ 
Isnoty Artthoubiffhorlow? . 
Did thy fortane ebo or flow t 
Did manv talenta gild thy tpan ! 
Or frugal natura g^mdga tfaea one T 
Teil them. and press iton thtlr mind, 
As thou thyself matt shortly find, 
The smile or frown of awfiil Heav'n, 
To virtue or to vica Is giv'n, 
Say, to be Just, and kiud, and wlse, 
There solia lelf-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, selfiMi, falthless ways, 
L^d to the wretched, vlie and iMse* 

Tho8 retign'd and qnlet, creep 
To the bed of lasting «leep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn ihall never break 
TiU f Qtore life. futore no more, 
Till ligbt and Joy the good restore, 
To light and joy nnknown before. 

Stranger, go! Heav'n be thy goid 
Qood the beadtmea of Kith-iida. 



ODB, 

•AOBS» «O «n XJDfOaT OF MB 

DwBLLXR in yoA dvngeon dark, 
U attginan of ereatkm mark \ 



View the wither*d beiuum o .w^- 
Can thy keen inspection trace 
Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace 
Note that eye, *ti8 rheum o'erflows, 
Pity'g flood there never rose. 
See those hands ne'er stretch'd to save, 
Hands that took— but never gave. 
Keeper of Maramon's iron ehest, 
Lo, there ehe goes, unpitied and unblest 
She goes, bat not to realms of everlastiog 

ANTI8TB0PHB. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring iiends,) 
Seest thou whose step, unwilling, hither 

No fallen angel, hurrd from upper sk} 
Tis thy trusty quondam mtäe, 
Doom'd to sliare thy fiery fate, 

She, tardy, bellward plies. 

EPODB. 
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BLBOT ON OAPT. XATTHSW HBIfDBRSON, 

I1UOUIXATSI.T VAOM AUUftMTT COO. 



Bat wm kb ndivift eoana !• iqa, 
For Mftttbew'flANUM «m Mght{ 

Bt wal «M IHw tiM ilorloM MüL 
A mitrtiliML hMn'Bly lUht. 



O DsATH ! thoa ^rrtnl ftD tnd liloodyl 
The meikle dee?il wi' % iroodlB 
Hftnrl ihee huMi to hb black waMdie^ 

O'r bnNlieoB Idd«, 
And Uke fftock-iish eome o'er bit ttoddle 

WFthyaiüdtidMl 

He'8 gane ! be's gsae! lie^s fnm ot tan, 
The ae best iellow e*« wm born I 
Thee, MattheWiKatora's ad sbidl moani 

By wood and wild, 
Wbere, baply, pity strays forlorny 

Frae man eziled. 

Ye hüls, near neebors o' tbe ttama, 
Tliat prondly eock yoiur eraa(in eain» ! 
Ye clml, tbe hauiit of aailinff yearm, 

Wbere ecbo slomben ; 
Game Jofai ye, Nature'« sturdlest bairnSy 

My waUbig iiymben ! 

Bfonrn Jnka gr^ra tbe enAat keat t 
Ye barHy sbaws and briery dena ! 
Ye boniies, wbnplin down yowr dflna* 

W tcdlln dln, 
/7 M 



Ye roflCfl on your thomy tree, 

Tliefirstofflow'n. 

At dawn, when ev*ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at nis head, 
At e^en, when beans their fragrance 

I* the rustling gale, 
Ye maukiüs whiddin thro' the glade. 

Come join my wail. 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wocx 
Ye groiise that crap the heather bnd 
Ye curlews calling throu^h a clud ; 

Ye whistliiig plover ; 
And moiirn, ye whirring paitrick br 

He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots and speckied tei 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels 
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Ye howlets, frae your ivy bow*r, 
In 8ome dtild tree or Eldritch tow'r, 
What time the moon, wi' sUent glow'r, 

Sets up her hörn, 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waakrife mom ! 

O, rivers, forests, hüls, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 
Bot now, what eise for me remalns 

But tales of wo ; 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 

Moum, spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear : 
Thou simmer, while eacn comy spear 

Sboots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear, 

For him that's dead J 

Thou, autnmn, wi* thy yellow hair, 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, hurling thro* the air, 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've lost ! 

Moam him, thou sun, great soarce of light ! 
Moum, empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinklin^ stamies bright, 

My Matthew moum ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flight, 

Ne'er to retum. 

O Henderson l the man ! thebToV\\eT\ 
And art thou gone, and gone foT cset \ 



MVMMB* P0BM8. 



[ 



Uly symp^theti» imt wumi ik% 
Für Mattliew w» a kin* man ! 

If thoa art itattBeh withoat a stafn, 
Likfl the nnohanginff blae, man ; 

This was a kiaaman «r tby aln, 
For Matthew was a trae man. 

If tboa hast wlt. and ftin. and fire, 
And ne'er gum wfaie dul fear, man ; 

Thb was thj bfllie, dam, and sir«, 
For Matthew was a qoeer man. 

If ony whiggiah whingin sot, 
To blame poor Matthew dare, man, 

Mav dool and sorrow be his lot, 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCC 

ON THB APPBOACQS OV SPBIVO. 

Now Natare han^ her mantle green 

Onv^ery blooming tree. 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Oat o'er the grassy lea : 
Now Phosbus (meers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azare dcles ; 
Bat nooght can glad the weary wigbt 

That nst in dorance lies. 

Kow lav'rocks wake the meny mom, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle» in ms noontide bow'r, 

Mal&es woodlaad echoea i\n% \ 



The Lawthorn'» badding in the glifl» 

And milk-white is tbe «lae : 
Tlie meanest hind in fair Scotland . 

May rove their sweet amang ; 
But I, the Qaeen of a' Scotland, 

Mann lie in prison sträng. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fa' lightly rose I in the mom, 

As blitbe lay down at e'en : 
And I'm the sovereign of ScotUnd, 

And monv a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bauds, 

And never-ending care. 

• 

Bat as for thee, thoo false woman, 

My sister and my fae, 
Grim vengeance, vet shall whet a sword 

That throogh tiiy soal shall gae : 
The weeping blood'in woman's breast 
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And when thoumeet'st thy mother's fiiend, 
Bemember him for me ! 

O ! soon to me, may summer-suns 

Nae raair light up the morn ! 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com ; 
And in the narrow house o' death 

Let Winter round me rave ; 
And the next flowers tbat deck t^e spring, 

Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

OP FINTRA. 

Late crippied of an arm, and now a leg, 
About to beg a pats for leave to heg ; 
Dull, lifltless, teased, dejeeted and deprest, 
(Natore is ad verde to a cripple's rest;) 
Will generous Graham list to bis poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale,) 
And hear him carse the lii^ht he flrst sarvey'd. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade. 

Thou, Nature, partial Natare, I arraign; 
Of thy caprice matemal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care iiave found, 
One »hakes the forest, and one spurns the ground : 
Thoa giv'st the ass bis hide, the snail bis shell, 
Tb' envenom'd wasp. victorious, guards his cell. 
Thy minions, kings defend, control, de?our, 
In all th* omnipotence of rule and power. — 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads witb tneir poison, doctors with their dru^, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, at^ «nw^* 



dart. 
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By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 
lies tenseless of each tugging bitcli's son. 

dulness! portion of the fruly blest ! 
Calni-flhelter*a haven of eternnl rest ! 

Thy sons ne'er maddcn in the flerce extremes 
Of Fortane's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling hieb she fills the golden cup, 
With sober semsh ease they sip it np : 
Conscious the boanteous meed they well deserve, 
They only wonder <*some folks" do not starTe. 
The grave sasre hem thus easy picks bis frog, 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthlesa dcg. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling grupe, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude, that *' fools are lortune's care. 
So, heavy, passive to the teropest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post Stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle mnses' raad-cap traln, 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck braii 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By tums in soaring heav'n, or vaunted hell. 

1 dread thee, Fate, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear ! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Qleneaimy the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd at noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
Oh ! hear my ardent, grateful, sclfish pray'r! 
FirUra, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Thro' a long life bis hopes and wishes crown^ 
And bright in cloudless skies bis sun go down ! 
May hlMS doinestic smooth bis private path, 
Give energy to life, and sooth bis latest breoitK 
With many a fiilal tear circ\m§ IYv^XmA ^l ^^^>^ 



i>uuK. u OD ine laain^ yeiiow wooas 
That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding strea 

Beneath a craigy steep a bard, 
Laden with years and meikie pain, 

In loud lament bewail'd bis lord, 
Whom death had all ontimely ta'en. 

He lean'd bim to an ancient aik, 

Wbose trunk was mould'ring down wi 
His locks were bleacbed wbite wi' time, 

His boary cheek was wet wi' tears ; 
And as be toucb'd his trembling barp, 

And as be tun'd bis doleful sang, 
The winds, lamenting thro' tbe caves 

To ecbo bore tbe notes alang. 

" Ye Bcatter*d birds, tbat faintly sing 
Tbe reliques of tbe veraal quire ! 

Ye woods, tbat sbed on a' tbe wiuds 
Tbe bonours of tlie aged year ! 

A few Short months, and glad and gay, 
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But I maon lie before the «tonn. 
And ithen plant them in my room. 

<* Fve Seen sae mony changefa' yean, 

On eartli I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike onknowing and nnknown; 
Unbeard, unpitied, nnreliev'd, 

I bear alane my lade o' care, 
For silent, lovf, on beds of dast, 

Lie a' that would my sorrows Share. 

** And last, (tbe sum of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay; 
Tbe flower amang our barons bold, 

Hb ooontry's pride, bis country's stay ; 
In weary being now I pine, 

For a^ the llfe of life is dead, 
And hope bas left m^ aged ken, 

On forward wing ior ever fled. 

** Awake thy last sad volce, my harp ! 

The Toice of wo and wild despair ! 
Awake, resound tby latest lay, 

Tben sleep in silence eyermair ! 
And thoa, my last, best, only friend, 

That fillest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from tbe bard 

Thon broagbt from fortane*s mirkest gloom* 

<* In povcrty's low harren Tale, 

Thick mists, obscure, invoWM me round ', 
Tbough oft I turned tbe wistfol eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be fonnd : 
Thou found'st roe, like the moming sun 

That melts the fogs in limpid air, 
The friendless bard and rustie song, 

Became aüke thy foslefm^ cax«. 



I 



vvoicn laiaiDy oeoeiaci^r luw : 

" The bride^oom may forget the'brid« 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen 
Tbe monarch may folget tbe crown 

That on his head an hour has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee 
Bat I'U remember thee, Olencairn, 

And a' that thoa hast done for me !'' 



LINES 

SEKT TO 81» JOHN WHITEFOOBD, OF WHITBl 
WITH THB POBBGClirO POBlt. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God revei 
Who, save thy miniVs reproach, nou 
fear*st ; 
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TAIC 0' SHANTBB, 

▲ TALM, 



et ArowB/it andol Bogilto fall !• lUi Bakt«— tf «Hu DougUu . 



Whbk clia]mian bQU» kave tiia street, 
And dnmthy neebon, neebon meet, 
As markefe-oays are wearin late^ 
And ibik begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bonsin at the nappy. 
And ffetting foa and unco happy, 
We think nae on the lang Scots mile», 
The mosses, wate», alips, and styles, 
That lie between ns and onr haine, 
Wbare sits onr snlkv sollen dame, 
Gatherin her brows like gatherin storm, 
Nanin her wrath to keap it warm. 

This tmth fand honest Tarn o* Shanter, 
As Iie free Ayr ae nisht did canter, 
(Auld Ayr, whom nrer a town supasses 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

Ohy Tom! hadst thon but been sac wiae, 
As ta'en thv ain wife Kate*» advice ! 
Bhe tanld thee weelthoa was a skellum, 
A hlethering, blostering, dmnken bleilam ; 
Thut frae Koyember tiU Octobc»r, 
Ae market-daT thon was na sober ; 
That ilka mdder wT the miller. 
Thon sat as lang as thoa l»d süler ; 
That every naig was ca'd a shoe on, 
The smith and'^thee gat roarin fou on ; 
That at the L— d's house^ ev^ on Sunday, 
'f hou drank wi' Kirton jT eaa tiU KLoo^i • 



m& despise 



Tn-m had got planteil unco rifbf, 
FBBt by an Ingle, bleeiing flnaly, 
Wl reaming swats that drank dlv 
And at his elbow, Sonter J^oftnnj 
His ancient, tnisty, drouthy croii 

Tarn lo'ed hira like a very britht 
They had been fou for weeks the 
The night dravo on wi' sangs and 

And aye the ale wes gro*n bell 
The landlady and Ta» 

Wl' favou™ Beeret, sw 
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Or Iflce the boratÜB nee, 

That fl&t flf« yoa eui point tbeir plaee ; 

Or \Skie the ninbow's lovely form 

Evaniihing amid the storm.— 

Nae man ean tether time or tide I 

The hoor approaehet I^am mann ride l 

That*hoar, o' night's Uaek arch the kef "atane, 

That dreary honr he momits his hoMt in ; 

And Bio a ni^t he taks the road ia, 

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew es 'twad Uawn its last ; 
The rattliag show'rs rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd ; 
Lond, deep, and lang the thunder bellow'd : 
That niffht a child roight anderstand» 
The deu had business on his band. 

Weel monnted on hk grey roare, Meg, 
A better never lifted Vtg, 
Tarn skelpit on thro' dab and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and Are ; 
Whfles hauding fast his gude blae bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some anld Soots sonnet ; 
Wbiles glow'rinfir roand wi' pmdent cares. 
Lest bogles catch him nnawares : 
Kirk'Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Wiuure ghaists and honlets nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare dmnken Charlie brak's neck-bane | 
And thro* the whins, and by the caim, 
Whare hunter's fand the murder'd beim ; 
And near the thom, aboon the well, 
Whaiie Mungo*» mither hangfd YieiwL:— 
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Before bim Doon poars all his flooüs ; 
The doubling stoim roar» througk the woodfl ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
When, plimmering thro' the jeroaning treea, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were fflancing ; * 
And loud resoimded mirth and dancing.— 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canst make us scom ! 
Wi tippenny we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' usquabae we*ll face the devil ! — 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie*8 noddle, 
Fair play, he car*d nae deils a bodle. 
Bat Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, 
Till, by the heel and Band admonish'd, 
She ventur'd forward on the light ; 
And, wow ! Tarn saw an unco sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillon brent new frae France, 
Bat hompipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reelt, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the east, 
There sat auld NicJt in shape o' beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them music was his charee : 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. — 
Coffins stood round like open presses, 
Tliat shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by sorae devilish cantrip sleiffht, 
Kach in his cauld band held a light. — 
By which heroic Tarn was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's baues in gibbet-aims ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd baims ; 
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A thief, new-ciitted frae a rape, 
Wl' Mi Itft $tAp hh nb did gape ; 
Ftf« tomakawkiy wi' binde rad imted ; 
A fEurtar, wfaich a babe had «traiw^led ; 
Ftva acAaütari, wf raurder erntted, 
A knife, a fbtber'B tboat had maogtod, 
WhoAi US aia ton o* IHe beneft, 
Hie gnv bair* yet Stack to tbe heft ; 
Wi' maLr o' borrible and awfa% 
Which ev'n to name wad be onlawfbV 

As Tammie iflowr'd, amas'd^ and enrions, 
Tbe niirth aild iun «crew fast and forioos : 
The piper load and loader blew : 
The daneers quick and quicker flew ; 
They re«rd, they set, they cross'd, tney deekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reelüt. 
And coost her duddies to the waik. 
And linkit at it in her sark ! 

Now Tarn, O Tarn! had thae been qneaoa, 
A' plump and strappia' in their teeos ; 
Their larks, instead o* creeshie flannen, 
Been snaw-white se'enteen hnnder linaa ! 
Thir brettks o' mine, my onlv pair, 
That ance were plush o'ffude bhie hair, 
I wad liae ai'en them oamy hnrdiea, 
For ae blink o' tlie boanie bordiia I 

Bat wither'd beldamsy aold and droH, 
Rigwoodie han wad spean a ibal, 
Lowping and n inging on a cmmmocky 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kenn*d what was what fu' brawlla, 
Tbere was ae winsome wench and walie, 
That night eiilisted in tbe core, 
'Lang after kenn'd on Carrick shoia i 
7^ N 



i 



i 



It was Her ue»l^ miu anv was >auuvsc; — 

Ah ! little kenn'd thy reverend ^rannte, 
That 8ark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
WV twa pund Scot8, (twas a' her riches, 

Wad ever grac'd a dance of witcbes! 

• 
Bat here my muse her vring; mann coi 
Sic flight are far beyond her power ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A simple jade she was and Btrang,) 
And how Tarn stood, like one bewitch'd 
Aod thoaght his very een enrich'd : 
Even Satan glow*rd and fidg'd fu' lain, 
And botch'd and blew wi' might and mt 
Till first ae caper, syne aniüier, 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, " Weel dore, Cutty-s&rk 
And in an instant a' was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When oat the hellish legion sallied. 



As bees biz out wi' angry fyke, 
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In Täte äiy KaU nraiti tky eototo I 
Kide soon will be a wamfvL* womaii ! 
N ow, do thy speedy atmott JtfifSTf 
And win the luv ftene* of tbe biig ; 
There at tbem tnou thy tail may toss, 
A ronninflT stream tbey danna erota. 
Botere tlw kev-itaiM tba ooald nuUbe^ 
THe flent a tail tbe had to Bhakal 
For NanMUf fiir btsfore tba latt, 
Hard npon noble Marne prest, 
And flew at Tarn wi' niriaua ettla ; 
Bat little wist sbe Moffgk^i metüa-— 
Ae sprinff broaght offner masterbale^ 
Bat Ifeft behlnd her aln irrey tafl : 
Tbe carlin clausht her by tbe mmp, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stamp. 

Now, wha this lale o' trath shall read, 
Ilk man and motlier*8 son, take henl : 
Whene'er to drink yoa are inclln'dy 
Or catty-Mirks run in yoar niind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys ower dear, 
Remember Tom <r Sham€r*s mare* 



ON SEEINO ▲ WOUNDED HABS UMP BY ICB 

WHXOH A VBLLOW RAX> JViT SHOT AT. 

IVHüKAir man ! cnrse on thy baiVrons art. 
And blasted be thy mnidefHJmlng eye ! 
May never pity tootbe thee with a ngh, 

Nor ever pleasare giad tky emal beart ! 

• It is a well-known faat, that witcbet, et any evil spi- 
rite, have no power to follotr a poor wifht Ukj farther tbaa 
tbe middla of the next running Mrearo.— It may be proper 
lik'ewiM to mention to the benigbted traveller, that when 
ha falle in with bogles, whaterar danfc«r may be In hls cola<L 
forward, thare is »aeh noia baand Va VKn&n%\Md(^i^. 



The sheltering rushes whistling o*er thy hei 
riie cold earth with tliy bloody boiM>m prest. 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musinp, wait 
The sober eve, or liail the cheerful dawn, 
111 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruffian's aiin, and moum thy 
fate. 



-o- 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOi^ 

ON CBOWKIKO HIfl BUST AT EDKAIC, XOXBÜ&Q 

WITH BAY8. 

While virgin Spring, by Eden*8 iiood, 
Unfolds her tender niantle grcen, 

Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian strains between : 
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White mantoe Winter rases o'er 
Tlie hills wlience clftssle Tarrow flowi, 

BooBfaig tlie turbid torrent's roar, 
C^ sweepiiigy wild, a waste of anowi : 

So loaff, tweet Poet of the year, 

Shall bloom tliat wmtli tboa well hast woo ; 
White Scotia, with ezalting tear, 

Prodaiins tliat Thomson was her son. 



ON THB LA.TB 



CAPTAIN GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS 
THROÜGH SCOTLAND, 

OOLLBCTIKO THB AKTIQVITXB8 CT THAT KIVGOOM. 

Hbar, Land o* Cakes, and brither SeotSi 
Free Maidenlcirk to Johnny Groat's ; 
If there's a hole in a* yoar coats, 

I rede you tent it : 
A chield's amang you, takinif notcs. 

And, faith.he'U prent itl 

If in yonr boands ye chance to ligfat 

Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 

O statore sliort. but {renios bright, 

That's he, mark weel— 
And now ! he ha« an unco sliglit 

O' cauk and keel. 

By some anld, houlet-haunted biggin,* 
Or kirk deserted by its rlggln, 

• F<<ftf bii Aatiqum«» Ol ««A\mvAu 



And you deep-read in hell's black grai 
Warlocks and witcoeg : 

Ye'll quake at his conjuring hamraer, 
Ye midnight b es 

It's taold be was a sodeer bred. 
And ane wad ratber fa^n tban fled ' 
Bat now he*s quat the spnrtle blade. 

And dog-skin wallet. 
And ta'en the—Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He bas a fontb o' auld nic-nackets ; 
Rusty alm caps and Jinglin* jackets,» 
Wad band the Lothians tliree in tack« 

A towmont cruid ; 
And panitch-pats, and auld saut^beck 

Betöre the Flood. 

Of Eve's first fire be bas a cinder ; 



tS _1. 
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Um knlfii ÜbMt nicket Abd*» eriig 

Hell prove yon fiuly. 



It «w a fimldins toeteleg, 

. Orkng-kttÜgiiUie. 

Bat wad Ttt tee hin in his glß^ 
For meikle glee and fiui has be, 
Tlien Mt him down, and twa or threc 

Gokl follovrt wi* him, 
And port, Oporti sbine tbon a wee. 

And then ye*ll see him ! 

Now, by tbe pow'rs o' verse and pose ! 
Thoa art a dainty chiel, O Oro^e ! 
Wbae'er o' thee shall 111 soppoee, 

They sair misea' thee ; 
I'd take the rascal by tbe nose, 

Wad say, Shame fb' thee. 



TO MISS CRUICEISHAirKS, 

▲ YBRT TOUKO LADT, 

WritUn on the Blank Lettf' of a Book, presei 
to her by the Author. 

Bbaütbous roee-bud, yonng and gay, 

Blooming in tliy early May. 

Never may'st tbon, lovely flow^ 

Cbilly thnnk in aleety ahow'r I 

Nerer Bornas' hoary patb, 

Never Enrus' poia'nona breatii, 

Never baleful stellar ligbts, 

Täint thee with antimely biights ! 

Never, never reptlle tbief 

Riot on thy virgin leaf ! 

Kor even Sol too fiercely riow 

Tbj boeom hlaabing %%vX ii\üi ddini\ 



Shed tliy dying honours rounüy 

And resipi to parent earth, 

The loveUest form she e*er gave birth. 



t 



ON READING, IN A NEWSPAPER, THE I 
JOHN M'LEOD, Esq. 

Brother to a Toung Ladp^ a partietUar 
qf the ÄtU/tor't, 

Sad thy tale, thon idle page, 

And rueful thy alarms : 
Death tears tlie brother of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 



Sweetly deckt with pearly dew, 
The inorninpr rose inay blow : 

Bat cold Buccessive noontide blaats 
Mav lay itd beaaties low. 
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Wentflt in the poet's power, 

StronsT as he shares the grief 
That pierces Isabella's heart, 

To give that heart relief. 

Dread Oranipotence, alone, 

Can heal the wound he trave : 
Can point the brimfui gnrief-wom eyes 

To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtne's blossoms ther« shall blow. 

And fear no witherin^ blast ; 
There Isabella's spotless worth 

Shall happy be at last. 



-0- 



THE HÜMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER,» 

TD THB 2T0BLB DUKB OF ATHOLB. 

My Lord, I.know. yoar noble ear 

Woe neVr assaiis in vain ! 
Embolden'd tiius, I beg you'II hear 

Your huinble slave complain, 
How saucy PhGebus' seorching beams 

In flyinz summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streains, 

And drink my er} stal tide. 

The lightly-jnmping glow'rin trouts, 

That thro* ray waters play, 
U, in their random, wanton spouts, 

They near the margin stray ; 



* Bruar Falls, In Athole, are exceedinsrlj picturesque an 
Leautiful} but their cffect is much Impaired by the waot < 
irttf aod fbrubs. 



That to a bard I should ite seen 
Wi' half iny Channel dry : 

A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 
£v'n as I was he shor'd me ; 

But had I in my glory been, 
He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the shelvy rockn, 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent gmokc 

Wild-roaring o*er a linn : 
Enjoying large each spring and well, 

As nature gave them me, 
I am, altho' I say't mysel, 

Worth gaun a mile to see. 

Would then my noble master please 
j I To grant my highest wislies. 

1 1 He'll shade my banks wi' tow'ring tre 

\ And bonnie spreading bushes; 

Delighted donbly then, my Lord. 



I ; 
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The Tobin, pensive aatumn cheer. 
In all her locks of yeliow : 

Tbiji, too, a corert shall insore, 

To shield them from the Storni ; 
And coward maukin »leep secorey 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make his Beat, 

To weave his crown o' flow'rs : 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat, 

From prone descending show'rs. 

And here, by sweet endearing; Btealtli, 

ShaJl meet the loving pair, 
Despiaing worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care ; 
The flowers shall vie in all their charnis 

The hour of lieaven to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant arms 

To screen the dear embraee. 

Here haply too, at Temal dawn, 

Some musing bard may stray, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn. 

And misty mountain grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees, 
Rave to ray darklyndashing stream, 

Hoarse swelling on the breeze. 

Let lofty Ars, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o'erspread, 
And view/deep-bending in the pool, 

Their shadows' watVy bed ! 
Let fragrant birks, in woodbines drest^ 

My craggy clifib adom ; 
And, for the little songster's nest, . 

The close embow'rlag lUotii. 



Aud Athole's bonnie lässies '/*" 



•1,1 



SCARING SOME WATER I 

In Loch-Turit, a toüd scene among 

Oughtertyre, 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, 
For me your wat'ry liaunt forsake 1 
Tel! rae, fellow-creatures, why 
At my pretience thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joy8, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ?— 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's pifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimplimf wave, 
Busv feed, or wanton lave ; 
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In his breast no pity dwells, 
ßtrong necessity compels, 
But man, to whom alone is ffiv'n 
A ray direct froin pitying Ueav'n 
Glories in liis beart bumane — 
And creatures for bis pleasure slaiik 

In these savage iiaoid plains, 
Only known to wand'ring swains,' 
Where tbe niossy riv'lec strays, 
Far from buman hauots and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life'd poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man*s superior niight 
Dare inTade your native right, 
On tbe lofty etber borne, 
Man witb all bis pow'rs you scora ; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings, 
Otber iakes and otber Springs ; 
And tbe foe yuu cannot bra\ e, 
Scorn at least to be bis slave. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 

Over the Chimn^-piece in the parlour ofthe Inn 
at Kentnure, Taymouth. 

iDMiKiNG Natnre in ber wildest grace, 

rbese nortbern scenes witli weary t'eet I trace ; 

3*er roany a windlng dale and painful steep, 

ru' abodes of covied grouse and tiniid sbeep, 

lly savage journey, curious, I pursue, 

RH famM BreadnlUane opens to iny view, — 

rhe meeting cliffs eacb deep-sunk glen divides 

Tbe woods^ wüd-scatter'd, clotke x\ie\x «m^^v^"*^^ 



V.-' 

I 



I 
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The village, glittering in tlie noontide be 

Poetic ardonrs in my bosom swell, 
Lone wand'rinjr by tiie hermit*« moasy a 
The sweepingr theatre of hang^ng wodds ; 
Th' incessant roar of iieadlooe tumbling 

• • 4» • • 1 

Here Poesy might wake her heaven-tao; 
And look through Nature witli creati?« 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcll 
Misfortune's lighten'd Steps misfat wand 
And Disappointmcnt, in these lonelv bot 
Find balm to soothe her bitter, rankling 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav'ni 

her Scan, 
And injar'd Worth forfret and pardon mi 



WRITTEN WITH A PENC 
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DfaiMntBy ttoNMifrb fWng »tots «nd eeaielen showers, 

The botry eaveni, wid« iarroaiidins. lowera, 

Still thn/ tbe gap the »rruggliiMr mer toils. 

And BtUl below. the hoirrid e«ildnni boUs — 
• ••••• 
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ON THB BIBTH OF A POSTITDICOÜS CHILD, 

Bam underpmiRar CireunuUemeet 
qf Fumily JHttrea, 

SwBBT floweret, pledge o* roeikle lore. 

And ward o' mony a pray'r, 
What heart o* Btane wad* thou na move, 

Sae, helpless, sweet, and fair. 

Koyember hirple« o*er the lea, 

Chili, on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree, 

Should shield thee frae the Storni. 

Hay He who gies the nun to ponr, 

And wings tbe blast to blaw. 
Protect tb«B frae the driving siiow'r, 

The bitter firost and snaw ! 

May He, the friend of wo and want, 

Who heals life's varioas stounds, 
Protect and gnard the motber plant, 

And heal 1^ criiel woonds ! 

Bttt late ahe ^oarish'd, rooted fast, 

Fair on the suinmer morn ; 
Nmw freely bends siie in the blast, 

0nstieiter*d and forlom. 



BImI be Ihv hloom, llion lovely gen 

rnsheBtli'd b; ruüiiiii hnnd ! 
Anil irom thee many » parenl stcm 



SECOND EPISTLE TO DA VI 
A Brother Poel.* 



Te «peak tioefu , 
For my puir, Billy rvniiii' dalier 

gamc Iciia muuD salr. 

Haie be yoar hesrt, hale be yonr flddle 



Till bairns' balms kini 



iDil, I'mrGdve'reßlaiklt, 
MuaeyplinBiiPelfokit: 

le, ye «ud be iickec 
Üntilvefvke; 

yoii eud iieVr tw faikct, 



BURNS' POKMS. 193 

Por me, I'm on Parnassus' brink, 

RiTiu' the words to gar them clink ; 

Whyles daez't wi' love, wbyles daez't wi' driiik, 

Wi' jads or masons ; 
Aiid whyles, but aye owre late, I tliink, 

Braw sober lessons. 

or a' the tboughtless sons o' man, 
Coiamen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rbyraing* clink, 
The deil-haet, that I sud ban, 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae yiew, nae scheme o' Uvin', 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievln* ; 
But ju8t the poucbie put the nieve in, 

And while ought^s there, 
Then hiltie skiltie, we sae serievin', 

And fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it's aye a treasure, 
My Chief, aroaist my only pleasure, 
At hame, a-flel', at wark, or leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough and raplocii be her measure, 

SUe's seldom lazy. 

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davle ; 
The warl* may play you monie a shavie ; 
But for the Mu^e, sheUl never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, 
Nfi, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie 

Frfie door to door. 



J7 
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■/.Hf 

UNES ON AN INTERVIEW WITH- 
LORD DAER. 

This wot ye all wbom It eoncemt, 
If Rhymer -Robin, alias Barns, 

October twenty-ttiird, 
A ne'er-to-be-forgottien day, 
Sae hr I spraehled op the me, 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 

IVe been at dnicken writtnf feasts, 
Nay, been biteh-fba 'mang godiv priests, 

Wi' rev'fence be it spoKen ; 
I'ye ev'n Join'd tbe bonoor'd foram, 
Wiien m&hlT Sqnireships of the qaoram^ 

inieir hydra drouth did sioken. 

Bot wi* a I>>rd— stand ont my sliio, 
A Lord— a Peer — an earl's son I 

Up higher yet my lx>nnet! 
And sie a Lord— lang Scotch ells twa, 
Oar Peerage he o'erloolu them a% 

As I IooIl o'er my sonnet. 

Bat, oh ! for Hogarth's magie pow'r ! 
To show Sir Bardie's wiUyart glow'r, 

And how he star'd and staminer*d, 
When goavan, as if ied wi' branks, 
An' stampin' on bis ploaghman slianlcs. 

He in the parloiur hammer'd. 

• «••••• 



/ BidUuft shelter'd in anook. 
An* ae hia lordahip BteaVt «^\q<^ 

Like aome pottento^ oift«^ % 
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Exetpl gDod-Mon and social glee, 
Aq*(wlHit tnrprfe'd me) modesty, 

I inarked nonght uncommoiu 

I waftdt'd the fl3rmpto]iu o* the graat, 
Tha gentle prkte, the lordly state| 

The arrogant aframhiff : 
The fehlt a pride, nae pride had ne, 
Nor aance, nor State, that I eotild see, 

Mair than an honest phmghman. 

Then firom his lordship I shall leam, 
Heaeeforth to meet with nnconcem 

One rank as weePs auother ; 
Nae honett worthy man need care, 
To meet with noble yonthful Baer, 

For he bat meets a brother. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG 
NAMED ECHO. 

In wood and wild, ye warblhig throng 

Yoor heavy loas aeplore : 
Now ludf-extinct your powers of song, 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Te Janing, screecUng thhifKS around, 
l^ream your dinoordant Joys; 

Now half your Uin of toneuss soiiiid 
With Echo silent lies. 



No sculptar'd marble Iiere, nor porapoi 
** No storied am nor animated bust/ 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's 
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's d 



EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM, ] 

When Nature her great masterpiece dei 
And fram'd her last, best work, the huiu 
Her eye inten t on all the mazy plan, 
She form*d of various parts the varioas i 

Then first she calls the useless many f< 
Piain plodding industry, and sober wortJ 
Thence peasants, farmers, niitive sons of 
And merchandise' wbole geiius take thei 
Each prudent cit a warm exlstence find« 
And all mechanics' muny apron*d kinds. 
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The order'd System fair beibre her stood, 
Natare, WeU-pleas'd, pronoaoc'd it very good ; 
But ere sbe gaye creating labonr o'er, 
Half-jest, she try'd one carious labour more. 
Some sfmmy. fiery, ianitßttuut matter ; 
Saeh as the lightest breath of air might scatter ; 
Wlth arch alacrity and conedoos glee 
(Natme mav have her wbim as well as we» 
Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
She forme the thinff, and christens it~a poet. 
Creatore, tho* oft tbe prey of care and sorrow, 
Whcn blest to-day unmindfnl of to-morrow« 
A belog forra'd t' amase bis graTer friends, 
Admir^ and prais'd— and there the homage ends : 
A mortal quite unflt for Fortone's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasurc riches give 
Yet baply wanting wherewithal to llye : 
Longing to wipe each tear, to beal each grouii, 
Yet Iniqaent all unbeeded in bis own. 

Bat honest Natore Is not gölte a Tork, 
Sbe laogb'd at first, tben left for her jpoor work. 
Pitying the propleas climber of roanUnd, 
She cast aboot a Standard iree to And ; 
And, to Support bis belpleM woodbine State, 
Attueh'd him to the generotu tnUp greai, 
A title, and tbe only one I claim, 
To lay streng hold for belp on boonteous Graham 

Pity tbe taneful Husesf hapless traSn, 
Weak, timid landmen on Life s stormy mafai! 
Tbeir bearts no selflsb stem absorbeot stoff, 
That never g^ves — tho' humbly takes enongh ; 
Tbe little fate allows, they sbare as soon, 
Unlike sase provprb'd Wi»dom's bard-wrung boon. 
Tlie World were blest did bliss on them de^(£Ci^^ 
Ab, tbat " the frJendly e'er shoiAd ni «l\\\. «b Vt\r.a\^^«^ 
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Let prudence number o'er each stardy Bon, 
Wlio life and wisdom at one race begun, 
Who feel by reason, and who g^ve by niie, 
(Instinct's a brüte, and sentiment a fool !) 
vVho make poor toill do wuit upon / »hould— 
\Ve own they're prüden t, but wbo feels they're good? 
Ye wise ones, bence ! ye burt the social eye ! 
God'8 Image rudely etch'd on base alloy ! 
But, corae, ye who tbe godlike pleasure koow, 
Heaven's attribute distlnguisb'd— to besfow ! 
Whose arms of iove would grasp the human raoe ; 
Come thou who giv'st with all a courtier's gnee ; 
Frlend ofmv life^ true patron of my rhymesl 
Prep of my cTearest hopes for future times. 
Why shrinks my soul half blushing, half afraid, 
Backward, abash'd, to ask tby friendly aid 7 
I know my need, I know thy c:iving band, 
I crave thy friendship at tby kind command : 
23iit there are such wbo court the tuneful nlnc — 
Ileavens ! sbould the branded character be mme ! 
Wiiose versein mariliood's pride sublimely flows. 
Yet vilcst reptiles in their bepging prose. 
jSIark, liow tlieir lofty independent spirit 
Soars on tiie spurning wing of injur'd merit! 
Seek not tbe proofs in private life to find : 
Pity the best of words sbould be but wina ! 
So to heaven's gates the lark's sbrill song ascends, 
But ^rovellin^ on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the clam'rous cry of starving want, 
They duu bcnevoleT>ce with shameless front ; 
Oblige tliem, patronise their tinsel lays, 
Tiiey persecute you all vour future days ! 
£re my poor soiil such deep damnation stain, 
^ly homy fist assume the plough a^ain ; 
The piebald jsLcket let me p^itch ouce more , 
On eJgbteen-pence a week rve\Wdi\Ä^w^. 
TJw', thanks to Heaven, 1 AMeeNwv^>^«^.\^^.*^v>^^^^ 
/ trust, raeantinie, my boouVa '\u vM ^^•^* 
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That plae*d by tbee npcm the wiah'd-fbr heigbt, \ 

Where, Man and Natore furer in her sight, f 

My muBe may imp her whig for some 8ublimer4 

flight.* J 



FRAGMENT, 
Intcribed to ihe Righi Hon. J, C. Fox, 

How wUdom and folly meet, mix, and miite ; 
Howvirtue and vice blend their black and their wlUtc ; 
How geniu9, tb' illustrious fatber of fiction, 
Confounds rule and biw, reconciles contradiction - 
I sing : if tbese mortals, the crities, sbould bustle, 
I care not, not I, let the critica go wbistle* 

Bat now for a Patron, wbose name and whoseglory 
At onc8 may iUustrate and bonour my story. 

Thoa first of our orators, firrt of oor wits ; 
Yet wbose parts and acquirements seem mere ]ucky 

bits; 
Witb knowlcdge so vast, and wltb jadgp^ent so strojig, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went far wrong ; 
With pMsions so potent, and fancies so brigbt, 
No.aaii witb tbe half 'em ever went qaite right \ 
A sorry, poor roisbegot son of tbe Muses, 
For using tby uame offers fifty exemie». 

Good L—d, what is man I for as simple he looks, 
Do but'try to deveb>pe liis books and bis crooks; 

* This is our Poet's flret epistletoOnbamofl'intra^ Jtis 
not equal to the second ; bat iteontains too mach of the cha- 
racteristicTigottrofitsauthortobesuppretted. A Httle more 
kaovM^ of natural historyi orof chemittry, waa wantod to 
•oabl« hiw tu execute tbe original OQ&GteV^Vtm cat\«k^'Cv^. 
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With his depths and his shallowa, his ^j^ood ai d lütsvi!. 
All in all he's a problem must puzzle the deviL 

On his one ralin^ passion Sir Pope hn^ely laboora, 
Thut, like th* old Hebrew Walking switch, eats ap its 

neighbours : 
Mankind are bis show-box— a friend, would you know 

him? 
Pull the string, niling passion the pictore will sbew 

him. 
What pity, in rearins; so beauteous a syAtem, 
One tnfling particular, tnith, should have mis8*d bim ; 
For, spite ot his fine theoretic positions, 
Maukmd is a science defies detinitions. 

Some sort all oar qualities each to its tribe, 
And think human nature they truly de?cribe; 
Have you tound this, or t'other ? there's more in the 

wind, 
As by one drunken fellow bis comrades you*ll find. 
But such is the ilaw, or the depth of the plan, 
[n the make ofthat wondert'ul creature call'd Man, 
No two virtues, whatever relation they claim, 
Nor even two diff'erent shades of the same, 
Tiiough like as was ever twin brother to brother, 
Pussessing t|ie one sball imply you've the other. 



TO DR. BLACKLOCK. 

EllU'andy 2\tt Od, 178». 

Woyr, but your letter roade me vauntie \ 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie? 
1 kenn'd |t still your wee bit jauntie 

Wad bring 'je Vo •, 
Lord «end you avü as weeYa 1 "w«.xv\ "^e, 

Äud Iben ^e?\\ Ao. 
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The ill-thief bLiw the Heron south ! 
And never drink be near bis drouth I 
He tauld mysel, by word o' tnouth, 

lle'd tak my letter ; 
r Hppeii'd to tlie chield in trouth. 

And bade nae better. 

Bat, aiblins, honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one 
To wäre- bis theolo^ic care on, 

And holy study ; 
And tired o' sauls to waste bis lear on, 

E'en tried the body.* 

Bat what d'ye think, my tnisty fier, 
I'in tum'd a gauger — Peace be liere I 
Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear, 

Ye'll now disdain me, 
And then my fifty pounds a-pyear 

Will little gain me. 

Ye glaiket, gle' some, dainty daraies, 
Wha, by Castalia's wirapliu' streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, 

Ye ken, yeken, 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' men. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 
They mann hae brose and brats o' duddies ; 
Ye ken yoursels my heart ri|rht proud is, 
I need nae vauut, 



• Mr. Heron, author of the Ilistory of Scotland, a.v\<i v>i 
variuus other works. 



, . tftVe thou the »»«f 

W.adoe.tUe»t«o*Uh»t^4„„alr. 
B«ttocon<.ude»,^yj::£u»e.) 

. cUtßr BecWe ; 
My cotDpH»<T.:S,eÄne?t L»cVy, 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at the Theatret DwnfrieSf on Neio- Year's^ 

Day Evening, 

No song nor dance I bringr from yon great city 

That queen's it o'er our taste— the more*d the pity ; 

Tho', by the bve, abroad why will you roara ? 

Good sense and taste are natives nearer home : 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new year ! 

Old Father Time deput«8 me liere defore ye, 

Not for to preach, but teil bis simple story : 

The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade'uiu ^^ay, 

** Your one year older this important day." 

If wüser, tob— he hinted some Suggestion, 

But 'twould be rade, you know, to ask the question ; 

And witli a would-be-roguish leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word— " tliirsk !" 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flush'd witb hope und 
spirit, 
Who think to storm the world by dint oi' merir, 
To you the dotard has a deal to say, 
In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way : 
He bids yon mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 
That the first blow is ever half the oattle ; 
That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him ; 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch hiin ; 
That whether doins, suffering, or forbearing, 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tho* not least in love, ye yonthful fair, 
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
To yon old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled hrow^ 
Ana humhly bega you'U mind the VnwpoxXasvV.— \v<a^\ 
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To crown ytmr happiness he asics yonr leatt^ ^'^' ^ ' 
Aod dften bliss to gire and to reeeive. ' "/ . 

For oar rineere, tho* haply weak eiideaTO«r% ^ - 
With grateful pride we own your inany fiivoon ; 
And howBoe'er our tongaes may ill revaal it, 
BelieTe onr glowing b^oms tiuly feel it. 



■^- 



ELEQY 

OV TRI LATS XI88 BüBSTZT OF XCITBOBPO. 

Life ne'er exulted in so rieh a prize 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Nor enTious Death so trianiph'd in a blow, 

As that wluch laid th' accomplish'd Boroet lov« . 

Thy fonn and mind, sweet roaid, can I ibrgett 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 
In thee, Iiigh Heaven above was tniest shown» 
As by bis noblest work the Godhead best is knowau 

In valn ye flaant in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 
Ye woodland choir tiiat cliant your idle lovaa, 

Ye cease to charm—Bliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fena; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and mshea ttorV t 
Ye ragged clifib, o'erhanging dreary glens, 

T\) you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Prfnces, wbose enmb'rona pride waa all tlieir wortb 
Stall venal Java their pompoiift wwXVmSlI 
Aad tboa, ßweei exeeWeaobX f owak« ow cw^ä, 
And. not m muae io honett gtie^ Xje^aÄ.A 
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We saw tbee shine in yoath and beanty'B pride, 
And ▼irtae'k %ht. tnat beams beyond the sphere's : 

Bat, like the Bnn eciiM'd at morniog tide, 
Thoa kCi'at na darkling in a world of tean. 

The parent^s beart that nestkd ibnd in thee, 
Tliat heart liow sunk, a prey to grief and care : 

80 deckt tlie woodbine sweet von aged tree, 
So from it ravisli'di leaves it bleäc and bare. 



THB RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 

An ocectnoMÜ Addrest tpoken hy Miss PontenelU 
on her Ben^^Night, 

Whilb Europas eye is flz'd on miffhty tliings, 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
While qnacks of State moat each produce his plan, 
And even children llsp the Rights of Man; 
Ainid this mighty fuss, just let me mention, 
The Rights ^ Woman merit soine attention. 

First in the sezea' intennix'd connexion, 
One sacred RIght of Woman i» proteetion.-^ 
The tender flower tliat Ufts iu bead, elate, 
Helpless, mnst fall before the blasts of fate, 
Sank on the earth, de&c'd its lovdiy form, 
Uiiless your shelter ward th' impending storm.— 

Oar second Right— bat needlesa here to caution, 
To keep that right inviolate's the fashion, 
Each man of sense has it so fall before him, 
He'd die before he'd wrong it — 'tis decorum^ 
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd davs^ 
A time^ wheo roagh ru'ia nuKu ba4 ivaa^x.^ ^vi%> 
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Would swagger, swear, get dronk, kiek op a riot, 
Nay, even thus invade a lady*» qniet — 
Now, thank oar stars ! these Gothic times are fleü * 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well-bred — 
Most justly think (and we are much the gatnere) 
Such conduct neither spirit wit nor manneiB. 

For Right the third, onr last, oar best, oar dearest, 
That right to iiuttering female hearts the neareat, 
Which ev*n the Rights of Kings in low prostration 
Most hurably own— 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and raove ; 
There taste that life of life— iramortal love.— 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what iiinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms, 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions, 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 
Let Majesty your ftrst attention summon, 
Ah! ca ira t the Majesty of Woinan ! 



ff 



ADDRESS, 

Spoken hy Miss Fontenelle, on her Benefit- Night, 
December 4, 179Ö, at the Theatre, Dumfries. 

Still anxious to secure your partial favour, 
Aii(i not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter, 
'Twould vamjp my bill, said I, if nothing better; 
So sought a Poet, roosted near the skies, 
Told iiim I came to feast my curious eyes 
Said, nothin^ like his worka vias e'^etN ^f«v\.^'i.\ 
Ami last, my Prolo<^ue-buawesÄ%\i\^ Vv\\\ä^. 
'Ma'am, let me teil you," quoxVvm^ isrnvc^^iS^^^ 
/ know youT bent— these ate tvo\avi%>^w^ vwv'«.-. 



Ciü jott— Iml» Miit, I own I hmve my fearsy 
DiMoiie in paoBe— «nd tentimeDtel tean— 
WIUi kden siiciM, ftnd Boleiim nrnnded sentence, 
BoaM-fiom bis tluggiah alnmbenL feil Repentance ; 
FaintTeogeance as oe takes his horrid stand, 
Waving on iiigb the deMlating brand, 
CaUUjog tbe at<Mnn8 to bear him o*er a goilty land t** 

I toM no more— askance the creatnre eyeing, 
IXt« thinky Said I, thls fbce was made for crying ? 
111 langh. thaf s poz—nay more the world shall know 

It; 
And so yonr serrant ! gloomy Master Poet ! 

Finn as mv cieed, Sira, 'tis my fiz'd belief, 
That Misery^i anotber word for Grief : 
I also tbink— 80 may I be a bride ! — > 
That so mach laaghter, so mach Ufe enjoy*d. 

Thoa man of crazy care and ceaseless sigb, 
8tUl ander bleak Misfortune's blastfaig eye ; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive— 
To make three guineas do the work of fi?e : 
Laagh in Misfortune's face— the beldam witch ! 
Say yon'U be merry, tho yoa cant be rieh. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in Iotc, 
Who kmg with Jiltisb arts and aira hath strove ; 
Who, as tbe booght all temptingly ]»o)eet, 
Measor'st in desperate thooght— a rajpe — thy nrck— 
Or, where the beetliiKf cliff o*erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the healing leap : 
Would'st thou be cared, thoa siliy, mopiiw elf? 
Laagh at her folliea— laagh e'en at thysalf: 
Leam to despise those frowns now so terriiic, 
And love a kinder— that's yoor grand speeific. 

TV> snm np all, be merry, i advise ; 
And as we're merry, may «e stQWia^^iViA. 
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VERSES TO A YOÜNG LADY. 

WITH A PKESBirr 07 80VU8. 



\ Herb, where the Scottish maseimnioitElUvei, 

I In sacred strains and tuneful nombera joiD^di 

j Accept the gift ; tbo' hurobie he wko givet, 

Rieh is the tribute of the grateful mind. 



So may no ruffian-feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ; 

But peace attune thy gentle soul to reitt, 
Or love ecstatic wake liis seraph soog. 

Or pity'8 notes in luxury of tears, 

As modest want the tale of woe reveals ; 

Wliile conscious virtue all the strain eudebrs, 
Aud heaven-burn piety her sanction sealb. 



WRITTEN ON TUE BLANK LEAF OF A 
COPY OF HIS POEMS. 

Presented to a Lady, whom he had often CeU 
hrated under the name of Chloris. 

Tis friendship's pledgo, my young, fair friend, 

Nor thou the ^ift refuse, 
Nor with unwilhng ear attend 

The iDoralizing muse. 

Since thoa. in all thy youth and channK, 

Must bid the world adieu, 
(A World 'gaiiist peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 
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Sinoe» tiiy gay mom of lifii &enutf 

ChOl e«ne the tfmpetfs lowier ; 
(And ne'er misfortiiiie's etsteni blast 

Bid nip a fiüver flow^). 

Sinw Bfö^i ffBj scdiMs imitt cAam no mofa^ 

Stfll mneb ii left behind ; 
StÜl nobler wodth bast thon in itore, 

TkeeaatforUqfihemlndl 

Thine is tbe Bdf-approving glow, 

On conscioiu bonoar's part ; 
Aiid, denreft eift of Heayen bdow^ 

Thine frieuoiBbip's tniest beert. 

Thejoys refin'd of sense and taste, 

mth erery mose to rove : 
And doubly were tbe poet bket 

These Joys conid be improre. 



CX)I*Y OF A POETICAI, ADDRESS TO 
MR. WILLIAM TYTLSR. 

WUh the Pretmii qfthe JBonTt Bietttre. 

Rbtbkbnd defender of beanteons Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected. 
A name, whicb to love was tbe maikof a trae licart^ 

Bat now 'tis despised and nej^lected. 

Tho' sometbfaig like moistars conelobes in my eye, 

Let no one misdeem me disloyai ; 
A poor friendless wanderer may well claim a tigl.j 

Still more, if tbat wand'rer vrex^io^iX. 

J7 P 



That Dame BliQuld he scolQnglf Bliglit 

Still in prayer» for King George I must 
The Queen, anil tlia reit of tlie gentTi 

TUeir lille'9 ttvow'd Uy my country. 

Biit «liy of tliis epochn make Bucli a fui 
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Ho# gvcM'd ye, Sir, what maist I wanted ? 

Tliis monv a day l've {rrain'd and eaanted, 

To kflD vnat Franeh miscbief was brewin', 

Or what the diumlie Batch werct doin' : 

That vile doap>skelper, Bmperor Joseph, 

If Veam yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the oolliesbaogie works 

Atweeo Um Bnssians and the Tarka : 

Or if the Swede, before he halt, 

Would plav anither Charles the Twalt : 

If Denmark, any body spak o't : 

Or Poland. wha had now the tak o*t ; 

How cut-tiiroat Prussian blades were hlngin' : 

How libbet Italy was singin' : 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayhi' or takm' aught amiss : 

Or how our merry lads at harne, 

In Britain's coart, kept up the game : 

How royal George, the Lord lenk o'er him ; 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was Uvin', 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in : 

How daddie Burke the plea was eookin', 

If Warren Hastings* neck was yeakin' : 

How eesses, Stents, and fees were rax'd 

Or if bare a — s yet were tax'd ; 

Tlie news o' princes, dakes, and earls. 

Pimps, sharpers. bawds, and opera-girls ; 

If that daft Ducaie, Gteordie Wales, 

Was threshhi' still at hizzie's tails, 

Or if he was grown oughtlins donser, 

And no a perfect kintra cooser. 

A' this and mair I never heard of : 

And but for von I might despair'a of ; 

So ffratefu', back your news I send yon, 

And pray a' guid things niay attend you ! 

JSUitkmdy Monday Moriwix^ A*^"^* 



X°lt*W w. 



f. i 
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'Mang nett|ro v «..» 

And, och ! o'er aft thy Joes hae starv'd^ 
'Mid a' thy favours ! 

Sav, Lassie why thy train amanj?, 
Wolle loud, the trump's heroic clang, 
And sock or buftkln skelp alang 

To death or marriage : 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang 

But wF miscarriage ? 



In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives ; 
4 itl Eschylus' pen Will Sliakspeare drives ; 

'] !f ; Wee Pope, the knarlin, 'tili him rives 

q '; ij Horatian fame : 

}}i In thy Bweet sang, Barbauld. survives 

'^'i:-\ Even Sappho^s flame. 

iiii-- ■ 

Bat thee, Theocritus, wha matches ? 
They'rejio herd's ballats, Maro*s catel; 
•^-A KnaVa hU skinklüi Da 
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Tes! fhere Is ane; « Soottish oiUmi-* 
There^s mne ; come forrit^ honest Allan ! 
Thou need na Joak behint the hallan, 

A eiiiel iae elever ! 
Tbe teetli o* Tim« may gnaw Tantallan, 

Bot tnoa's for erer. 

Tlura paintfl aald natore to tbe niiiea, 

In thy sweet Caledcmian lines : 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twinea, 

Where Phflomd, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vinaa» 

Her grieft wiU teil I 

In gowany glens thy bornle ttraya. 
Where bonnie IIUMes bleaoh their daes ; 
Or trots by hazell^ shaws and braee^ 

Wi* hawthoms gray. 
Where blackbirds Join the shepherd'i laya 

At close o* day. 

Thy mral leres are natnre's sd' ; 
Nae bombast s^Mites o' nonsense swell : 
Nae snap conceits, bat that sweet spell 

O' witchin love, 
That charm that can the strengest qoell, 

The stemest move. 



o 
SKETCH— NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

TO MBS. DUNLOP. 

This day, Time winds th* exhansted ohain, 
To mn the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated felloWy 
Witb ardent eyes, complexiou «sSto"«^ 



Nor makes the hour one momeni less. 
Will you (the Majores with the hoands, 
The happy tenants share bis rounds; 
Coila's talr Rachel's care to-day, 
And blooming Keith's engaged with Qra 
From housewife cares a minate borrow- 
— That grandchild's cap will do to-niorr 
And joiii with me in moralizing, 
f his day*« propitious to be wise in. 
First, what did yesterni^bt deliver? 
" Another year is gone for ever." 
And what is this day's strong suggestlo 
** The passing moment's all we rest on.'* 
Rest on ! — for what ? what do we herel 
Or why regard the passing year ? 
Will Time, amns'd with proverb'd lore, 
Add to onr date one minute more ? 
A few days may — a few years most — 
Repose us in the silent dust. 
Then is it wise to damp cur bliss ? 
~ii ..i^h rPHsoninsrs are amiss! 
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Let na th' important now enploy, 
And live fts tbose who nevcr ale^ 
Tho' you, with days and honoon erowoM, 
Witneas that filial circle roomL 
(A sight, life's sorrows to repniM^ 
A signt, pale eovy to convoue,) 
Othert now clalm yonr ehief regard ; 
Yoonelf, yoa wait yonr bright leward. 



EXTEHPOBE ON THB LATB MR. W. 
SMELLIB, 

Author qf the PhUoxophy o^ Natural History, and 
Member of the Anitquarian and Royal Societtei 
qf Edinburgh, 

To Crocballan eame 
The old eock'd bat, the (crey sartont, the same ; 
His bristling beard just rising in its might, 
Tivas four long niglits and da^s to shavioff night ; 
His uncomb'd grizzly locks wild staring, tnatch'd ; 
A bead, for thought profound and clear, nnmateb'd ; 
Yet tho' bis caustic wit was biting, rüde, 
His beart was warm, benevolent, uid good. 



POBTICAL INSGRIPTION 

For an Alter to Independenee, at Kerroughtry, 
the Seat qf Mr, Heron : wrüten in Sumvter. 
17d5. 

Thou of an independent mind, 

With soul resolv^l, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepar'd Power*« proudett frown to brave, 

Who wilt not be, nor bave a slave , 

Virtne alone wbo dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, 

Approdch th'ig sbriofe, and vroTi^\^ \m»«. 



k 
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ANSWER TO A MANDATE 

Sent hy the Surveyor of Taxes^ to eaeh 
ordering him to Mend a Signed Lu 
Hortes, Servanti, Wkeel-Carriaffet^ 
whether he tocu a Married Man or i 
lar, and what Chüdren ihey had. 

SiR) as your mandate did requesi, 
I send you here a faithfu' list, 
My hones, servants, carte, and ^aith, 
To which I'm free to tak my aitn. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle, 
I hue four brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew before a pettle : 
My hand-a-fore, a guid auld bas-been. 
And wight and wilfu' a' bis days been ; 
My han ahin*t a weel gaun filly, 
Wna atcbas bome me bame frae Killie, 
And your auld borough mony a tjme, 
In days wben riding was nae crime : 
VLy fur-arhin a guid grey beast, 
As e'er in tug or tow was trac'd : 
Tbc fourth, a Higblund Donald basty, 
A d-mn'd red-wnd Kilburnie blastie, 
Forbye a cowte, of cowtes tbe wale, 
As ever ran before a tail ; 
An' be be spar'd to be a beast, 
He*ll draw me fifteen ptind at least. 

Wbeel-carriages I hae but few, 
Tbree carte, and twa are feckly new ; 
Aa auld wiicolbarrow, mair ior loViefi, 
Ae ]^ and baith the trama acebTo>Mia\ 
/ maae a poker o* the splndle, 
ißd my auld mither brunt t\aft iTuMXa. 
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Por men, Fve three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for rantin and for noise ; 
A fi^adsman ane, a thresher t'other, 
Wee Dayoc bauids the Dowte in fother. 
I rule them, as I ouglit, discreetly, 
And often labonr tliem completely ; 
And aye on Sundays duly nightly, 
I on tue quefltions tairge them tightly, 
Till faith wee Davoc*s vrown sae gleg, 
(Tho' scarcely langer than my leg,) 
Hell screed you offeffectual caUing 
As fast as ony in the dwalling. 

Pve nane in female servant Station, 

Lord keep me aye frae a' temptation ! 

I hae nae wifc, and that my bliss is, 

And ye hae laid nae tax on misses ; 

For weans Vm mair than weel contented, 

Heaven sent me ane more than I wanted ; 

My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, ^ 

She Stares the dad(ue in the face, [ 

Enough of ought ye like but grace. > 

Bat her, my bonny, sweet, wee lady, 

I've Said enough for her already, 

And if ye tax her or her mither, 

By the L— d ye*se get them a' thegither ! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of license out l'm taking : 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I'll paidle, 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle : 
I've sturdy stumps, the Lord be thankit ! 
And a' my gates on foot Fll shank it. 
This list wi°my ain band I've wrote it, 
The day and date as und er noted ; 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Suhscripü huic 
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TO A YOÜNG LADY, 

MUS JX88T , IKJXnUBa, 

With Book» toMeh the Bardpretentmi A«r« 

Thikb be the volamet, Jessr fidr, 
And with them take the poers prajer ; 
That fate raay in her fiurest page 
With every kiodliest, best presage 
Of futore ulias, enrol thy name ; 
With native wortb, and spotlets fame» 
And wakeful cnution still aware 
Of ill— bat Chief, man's felon snare ; 
All blameless joys on earth we find, 
And all the treasures of the mind^ 
These be thy gaardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithfal friend, the Bord, 



. \ 



EXT£MPOR£, 

To Mr, 5**0, on rtfuting to Dine vfith fttm, ^fter 
having been pro/nised the fint of Company, 
and theßrtt qf Cookery ; \ith December, i70ö. 

No more of your gaests, be they titled or not. 
And cook'ry the tirst in the natiou ; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. S»*E, WITH A PRESENT OP h 
DOZEN OF PORTER. 

O, HAD the malt thy strength of mind, 

Or hops the flavour of thy wit ! 
Twere arink for flrst of human kind, 

A gut that e'en for S**e were flt 
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POEM. 

Addrested io Mr, Mitchell, CoUeeior qf Excite, 

Dun^friet, 17Ö6. 

Fribkd of the Poet, tried and leal, 
Wha wanting thee, mieht hea or steal ; 
Alake, alake, the meiUe deif 

Wr a' bis witehes 
Are at it, skelpin' ! jig and reel, 

In my poor poachei. 

I modestly fa* fisün wad hint it, 
That one pound one, I sairly want it, 
If wP tbe hizzie down ye sent it, 

It woald be kbid ; 
And whfle my haart wi' life-blood dunted, 

I'd bear't in miod. 

So nay the anld year gang ont moaning 
To See tbe new come laden, groanüig, 
Wi* doable plenty o'er tbe loanin' 

To tbee and tbüio ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crownbig 

Tbe hale design« 

POSTCBIPT. 

YeWe heard tbis while bow I'f e been licket, 
And bv feil deatb was nearlv nicket : 
Grim loon ! be gat me by tbe fecket, 

And sair me sbenk ; 
Bat by g^d lack I lap a wicket, 

And tum'd a neuk. 

Bat by tbat bealtb, IVe got a sbare o't, 
And by tnat life,.I'm prom\&'d tim\Vc c?\.^ 



SENT TO A GENTU 
HAD OFPi 

'""rh/f'''"' "■'"'"' ""d fro; 

(Not monnir^: j ™"'^ 

Wbobutdeplorenthatli. 

Tis thine 10 pity and ij,^ 



POEMOW ] 
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(And aye a rowth, roMt beef and darat ; 
SynOp wlia wad starre ?) 

Dame Life, tho' fietlon ont may trick her. 
And In paste gemi and frippery deck her. 
Oh ! flickerin^, feeble, and unsicker 

IVe foand her still. 
Aye wavering like the willow wicker, 

Tween good and ill« 

Then that curst carmagnole, anld Satan, 
Watches like bandrans by a rattan, 
Cor sinfu' sanl to get a clant on 

Wi^felonlre: 
Syne, whip ! bis taU yell ne*er east saut on~ 

He's äff like Are. 

Ah! Nick! ah Nick ! it is na fair, 
First showing us the temnting wäre, 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare, 

To pnt ns daft : 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O* hell's damn'd waft 

Poor man, the flie aft bizzes by. 
And aft as cbance he comes ibee nigfa, 
Thy aald damn'd elbow yeoks wi' Joy, 

And hemsh pleasare ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye, 

Thy ricker treasore. 

Soonheels-o'er-gowdie! Inhegangs, 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs, 
Thy girning laugh enjoys bis pangs 

And mnrdering wrestla» 
As, dangling in the wind, he bang^ 

A gibbet's taaaeU 



ADDRESS TO THE TOO' 

Mv carae npon thj Tenom'd »tan 
TiiOl bIjuoM my tortury eiims al 
And tUro' my lUKS gles mony b ti 

Wi' Knawing vcnj 
Tearing iny rerves wi' bitter pan 

Like racking «i]);i 

When revera born, or acne freeii 



BUKNS' POBMB. 

Where'&r that place be priests ca' lidl, 
Whence a' the tones o' raisVy yell, 
And rankcd planes their numbers teil, 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, TooTH-ACHE, surely bear'st the bell 

Amaog them a' ! 

O thou grim misch ief-inaking chiel, 
That gars the notes of ditcord squeel, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel. 

In (core a sboe-tbick : — 
Gie a* the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's Toothe-ache. 



HOLY WILUE'S PRAYER. 

Thou, wha in the heav^ns dost dwell, 
Wha, as it pleases best tliyser, 

Sends ane to heav'n and ten to hell, 
A' for thy glory, 

And no for ony {ruid or i\\ 

They've done afore thee. 

1 bless and pralse thy niatchless mi^rht, 
Whan thoasands thou hast left in night, 
That I am here aibre thy siffht, 

For gifts an' grace, 
A buming and a shinin' light, 
To a' this place, 

What was I, or my generation, 
That I should get such exaltation ? 
I, wha deserve sie just damnation, 

For broken laws, 
Five thousand ypars 'fore my creatiou, 

Tliro* Adam*» c'Oi.xjA^. 
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VVhen frae my mither's womb I feil, 
Thou might hae plunged me in hell, 
To gnash my gams, to weep and wail, 

In bnrnmg lake, 
Where damned Devils roar and yell, 

Chain'd to a stake. 

Yet I am here a chosen sample, 

To show thy grace is great and ample ; 

I'm here a pifiar in tby temple, 

Strong as a rock, 
A gnide, a buckler, an' example 

To a' thy flock. 

O L — d thou kens what zeal I bear, 
When drinkers drink, and swearers svvear. 
And einging there, and dancin here, 

Wi' great an' sma', 
For I am keepit by thy fear. 

Free frae them a*. 

But yet O L — d ! confess I mnst, 
At times I'm fash'd wi' fleshiy lust. 
And sometimes too, wi' wardly tnist, 

Vile seif gets in ; 
But thou remembers we are dust, 

Defil'd in sin. 



Besides, I farther maun allow, 

Wi' Llzzie's lass, three times I trow ; 

But L— d, that Friday I was fou ; 

When I came near her, 
Or eise, thou kens, thy tervant true 

Wad ne'cr hae steer'd her, 

Maybe thon lets this^e«^^ tham, 
Beaet thy servant e'en and mom, 
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Lest he owi« h|^ and Droad ikMÜd tarn, 
x!mum Wb SM gifted; . 

If Me, thy haa' muin e'oi be borne. 
Until thoa lifk it. 

L— d UeM thy ehosen in this pUee, 
For ken thov hast a ehotenraee; 
Bat G-d cooiöniid tiielr stabbom Hee, 

And blast their namey 
Wha bring thy eldtrs to disgraoe, 

An' public sniune. 

L— d, mlnd G — n H ^n's deserts, 

He drinks, an' swears, an' plays at cartes, 
He has sae monie takin arts, 

Wi' grit and sma', 
Frae G— d's ain priest tlie people's hear^i 

He steals awa'. 

And when we dtasten'd bim therefore, 
Thoa kens how he bred sie a apioie 
As set the warld all in a roar 

O'langbmatna; 
Carse thon his basket and bis störe, 

Kall an' potatoeik 

L— d, hear my eaniest ery an' pray'r, 

Against that presbytery o* Ayr ; 

Thy streng right band, L— d nake it bare, 

Upo' their iieads, 
L—<1, weigh it down, and dfaina spare, 

For their misdeeds. 

O L—d, my G-d, that glib-tonffa'd A- 

My Vera beert an' saul are qoakin, 

To tbink how wo stood sweatin', siialün\ 

And p~d wi* dtaad^ 
17 Q 



Bat, Lnrd, remviober me and mi 
Wi' mercles temp'ral and divlne, 
That I far gear and grace maj ■ 
Excell'd by nane 
And a' the glory ihaU be Ibiiie. 



EPITAPH ON HOLT' 

Herb Holy WiUie-» «air-won 
TiikFS up il9 last ubodc^j 

His Bau: liB9 ta'en Bome other 
I fear, the lefl-tiiind road. 
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Bot beamw^ Sir, Beil as je are, 

Look sometliiiig to yonr credit 
A eoof like lüm wad stain your name, 

Ifitwerekflotyedidit. 



THB KIBK'S ALABM,* 

Obthodoz, Orthodox, wha beUe?e in John Knox, 
Let me Sound an alarm to your eonscience : 

Tbere'B a hcretic blast been blawn in the wast ; 
Tliat what is nö sense must be nonsense. 

Dr. Mac,t Dr. Mac, you should Stretch on a rack, 

To strike evil-doers wi' tcrror ; 
Tojoin faith and sense upon any pretence, 

ti heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, Town of Ayr, it was mad, I declare, 

To meddle wi' mischiei a-brewing; 
ProTost John is still deaf to the chuich's relief, 

And orator Hobt is its min. 

D'rymple mild,§ D'rymple mild, tho' your heart's 
like a child, 

And your life like the new-drl?en snaw, 
Yet that wlnna save ye, anld satan must have ye, 

For preaching tliat three's ane an' twa. 

Rnmble Johnjj Romble John, mount the Steps wi' a 
groan, 
Gry the book is with heresy cramm'd ; 

• Thii Poem was writteu a ihort time after the publica- 
tlon of Mr. M «Oill'i Esnys. 
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For puppies like yoa there's bat lew. 

Singet Sawney^t Singet Sawney, are ye huiit 
penny, 

Unconscioas what evils await ; 
\Vi' a jump, yell, and howl, alann every soul 

For the foal Thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Au1d,t Daddy Auld, there's a tod in th 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk ; 

Tho' ye can do little skaith, ye'll be in at the 
And gif ye canna bite ye may bark. 

Davie 61aflter,§ Davie Bloster, if for a sabi 
muster, 

The Corps is so nice of recmits : 
Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood ye mig) 

If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

Jamy GooBe,|| Jamy GK>08e, ye hae mad« \ 

• • ^«. . 
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0*er Pdf— >^ Mb je ne'er Udd aitride. 
Te bat imelty man, the place where he sh-t. 

Andro Qonk,* Andro Qocik, ye may slander the book, 
And the book not the wanr, let me teil ye ! 

Ye are rieh, and look big, bat lay by hat and wig, 
And ye^U hae a calf i head o* ama' valoe. 

Barr Steeoie.t Barr Steenie, wbaft mean ye ? what 
meanyet 

If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 
Ye may hae some pretence to havins and sense, 

Wi' people wha Ken ye nae better. 

Irvine side^t Irvine aide, wi* yoar tarkey-cock pride, 

Of manhood bat sma' ia your share : 
Ye'?e the figare, 'tia trae, even yoar faes will allow, 

And yoar friends they dare grant yoa nae mair. 

Muirland Jock,4 Mairland Jock, when the L— d 
makes a rock 

To Crash Common Sense for her eins, 
If iU manners were wlt, there's no mortal so fit 

To confoand 'the poor DocUht at ance. 

Hohr Will Jl Holy WiU, thore waa wit V yoar skull, 
When ye pilferd the alms o' the poor ; 

The timmer is scant, when ya*!« ta'en for a sannt, 
Wha shoald swing in a rape fn an hoar. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seile jroar spir'tnal g^ns, 

Ammanition ye never can need ; 
Yoor hearts are the staff, will be powther enoogh. 

And yoar skulls are storehoases o^ lead. 



• Dr. A. M lt. t Mr» S o T—g of Bart. 

llfr.S liofOalstoii. ^ Mr.«~d. \ kBLm<^st\w^\- 
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Poet Bums, Poet Bnnis, wi' yonr prioit rtüfji 
tnrns, 

Why detert ye your auld native ibira t 
Your mme is a giptie, e'en tho* the wen tiprie» V 

Slie ooa'd ea' os nae waur than we are. 



LETTER TO JOHN QOUDIB| 

KILMARNOCK, 

On iht PubUeation qf his Ettay$. 

O GoüDiB ! terror of the Whigs. 
Dread of black coats and rev'reod wigs -, 
Soor bigotry, on her last leg^, 

Girnin' looks back, 
Wisbing the ten £<nrptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin', glowrin' Superstition, 

Waes me ! •he's in a sad condition ; 

Fly ! bring Black-Jock, her State physieiaa» 

To see her w-ter ; 
Alas ! there's ground o' great suspicion 

She'll ne*er get better. 

Anld Orthodozy lang did (prapple 
But now ihe*s got an nnco ripple, 
Huste, gie her pame np i' the chapeli 

Nigh unto death ; 
6ee, how she fetcm» at the thrapple. 

And gasps for breath. 

Enthusiasm's past redemptioo, 
Gaen in a galloning consumption, 
Not a* the qaacKs. wi' a* their gamptk», 
Will evcr mend Tier, 
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Her feebU pidsegies itrong pretmnption 
Death 00011 ^dll ehd lier. 

Tto.yoa and Tfiylor* are tbe cliief, 
Wim are to blame for this mischief ; 
Bat gin the Lord's aln ibak gat Icat«, 

A toom tai^Mird 
An' twa red peats wad send relU^, 

And end the qnanraL 



THE TWA HERDS.t 

O a' ye pions, godly flocks, 
Weel fed on pastnres orthodox. 
Wha now will keep yoa irae tm foz, 

Or worrying tykes, 
Or trha will tent the waife and croüsks 

Aboat the dykes ? 

The twa best Herds in a' the wast, 
That e'er gae gospel hom a blast, 
These five-and-twenty simmera past, 

Oh! fiooltoteU, 
Ha'e had a bitter, black ont-cast 

Atween themsd. 

O^ M ^Y} man, and wordy R~*— U, 

How could you raise so vile a bnstle. 
Ye'll See how Kew-Light Herds wUl whistle 
And think it flne ! 



• Dr. Taylor, of Nunrich. 
t Thif piece was amon; tbe firat of our Author*! ; 
tionf wbieh he rabmitted to the public; and wm occ 
bj a diipute betweea two Clerf iVAik, xi«vi '^LVccdata 



To be their guide. 

What flock wi' M f^ flojk could 

Sae hale and hearty every shank. 
Nae poison'd sour Arminian stank, 
^ He let them taste, 

Frae Calvin's well, ay clear, they dr 
O sie a feast 1 

Tue thummart wil'-cat, brock, and i 
Weel-kenn*d bis voice tbro' a' the w 
He smelt their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and m, 
Aud weel he ük'd to shed their blui. 

Aud seil their skin. 

What Herd like R-— :11 teird bis J 
His voice was heard tbro' muir and 
He kenn'd the Lord's sheep, üka tai 
O'er a' the height, 



Sictwa!-Oh! do I li?« to Bee% 
Sic famons twa liimild di«i^[Teet, 
An' names, like ▼illafai, hj pociite, 

Ilk liher gPen, 
While New-Dght Herds, wi' langhin' »pite 

Say ndther*! ÜeinM 

A' ye wha teot the goipel findd, 

There's D ^n deep, and P — a shaul, 

Bat diiefly thou, apostle A— — d, 

We tniat in thee, 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld, 

Till they agree. 

Consider, Sin, liow we*re beset, 
There's scarce a new Herd that we gel, 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set, 

I winna name ; 
I hopc frae heav'n to see them yet 

In fiery fiame. 

D e has been lang onr fte, 

M'O U has wronght ns meikle wae, 

And that cars'd rascal ca'd M*Q e. 

And haith the 8 s 

That aft hae made ns black and blae, 

Wi' Tengefn' paws. 

Auld W w lang has hatoh'd mischie^ 

We thonght ay death woold bring relief, 
But he has gotten, to onr grief, 

Ane to sncceed bim, 
A chield whall soundly boff our beief ; 

I nieikie dread him. 

And monie a ane that I eonld teil, 
Wlia fain wonld openly rebeV, 



And grt tha >»««• *y?35,*£5f' 

Tben Oräiodow yrtiJV U2J^ 

B.b«UÄMo'erti«5«t;,f«S: 

Then «!««•••"«* D'nn'P'^Jl'JSJKI" 
j|iO ^11'» ckne Her»«» MOdM«««» 
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Fairest flower, behoU Üie Iflj, 

Blooming in the mimy ray ; 
Let the blast sweep o'er the Talley, 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark eharm the forest, 

Telling o'er hls little joys ; 
HapleM bird ! a prey uie snresti 

To each pirate of the skii». 

Dearly boogfat the hidden treasure, 

Finer feelin^ can bestow ; 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasnrc, 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



SONNET, 



Written on the 26M qf Jamtarpf 1796, the Birth" 
dau of the Author, on hearing a Thruth Hng in 
a Moming Walk. 

Sing on, sweet thrash, npoB the leafless bough ; 

Sing on, sweet bird, I mten to thy strain ; 

See aged Winter, 'mid bis sorly reign, 
At thy blythe carol dears bis farrow'd brow. 

So in lone Poverty's dominlon drear, 
Sits meek Content with light unanxious beart, 
Weicomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asics if they bring aaght to hope or fear. 

I thaniL thee, Anthor of this opening day ! 
Thoa whose brigbt son now gilds yon Orient sldes 1 
lUches denied, tby boon was purer ioys, 

Wbat wealth coold never alte not \a&A v«^^\ 



M 



^ I «iND it '«fl 5" «^%t^g, and Mate, 

"^ And firet c»»l* *Xe pleng»! 5 

Ä'ÄTntnY-- 
And vri* *öe^lV-itf and law, 

The tither stooked rav, 
wr claivew, au' haivers, 
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No ii«tloii| DO itmtloiH 

My envy na'ar eoaU nte^ 
A Seot stm, bat blot stiU» 

I knew nae higher pniae. 

But ttfl] the elements o^ mag 

In fbrmlets jumble, rieht an' wnmg, 

Wad floated hi my brate ; 
TOI OD that har*«! I said befoi«, 
My partoer in the merry eore, 

She rouB'd the forming straia : 
I See her yet, the sonsie qnean, 

That lighted up her jingle, 
Her witchin smite, lier paulcy e*en 
That gart my heart-strioge tingle , 
I flredy iiispired. 

At every lEioaling Iceek, 
But boshing, and d'ashing, 
I feared ay to »peak. 

Health to the sex, ilk gnid chiel says, 
Wi' merry dance in winter-dayS| 

An* we to share in common : 
The g^st o' ioy, the balm of woe, 
The saul o* life, the heav'n below, 

Is raptnre-giving woroan. 
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 

Be mindfu' o' yonr mither : 
She. honest woman, may think shama 
That ye're connected wlth her. 
Ye*re wae men, ye're nae men, 
That slight the lorely dears ; 
To shäme ye, disclaim ye, 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you nae bred to bam or byre, 
Wha sweetly tnne the Seottish lyre, 
Tbanks to you for youT \\ii%\ 



i 



Donce 
Thwi . 



marJi'it p1sld je klndly Bparü, 
36 ahuulil putefully be wäre ; 
vBd pIcBae me to tlie NInc. 
'--- --'inyliap. 



nnj. 



irple. 



Ör proud imperial purjiic, 
Fur^iveel then, lang taeal then, 

An' planty be yoai fa': 
Miiy losaes r~"" 

■arcÄ,1787. 



ir hallun ut 
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ADDRESS 

TO AH ILLBOITIXATS OHILD. 

Troü's welcome wean, miscliaiiter fk' mCf 
If onght of thee, or of tliy mammyi 
Sha]l ever danton me, or ftwe me, 

My sweet wee laoyi 
Or if I blnsh when thon ehalt ca' me 

Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 
I iktherly will kiss an* daut tliee, 
As dear an' near my heart I set thee, 

Wi' as gnde wül 
As a' the priests had seen me get thee 

Thaf s out o' hell. 

What tho' they ca' me fomicator : 
And tease my name in kintry-clatter : 
The mair they tauk I'm kent the better, 

E'en let tbem clash ; 
An anld wife's tongue's a feckless matter 

To gie ane &sh. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a merry dint, 

My funny toil is now af tint. 

Sin' thou came to the warl' asklent, 

Which foola mav scoff at ; 
In my last plack thy part's be int— 

The better half o't. 

An' if thott be what I wad hae thee, 
An' tak the coinsel I shall gie thee, 
A lovin father VW be to thee, 

If thoubeftp4r*4\ 



i 



ur)e gmot tbat thoa may ay toberit 
iy mlüier'» pereoD, gruee, an' merit, 
iid thy poor warthlew duddv's Euirlt, 
Withoutiiijfänim, 

TbiiD stocket maileiis. 



O A TAILOB, 

n Epiitlg loAkil he hf. 
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And maybe, Tarn, for a' my cants, 
My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants, 
I'U gie auld cloven Clooty's haunta 

An unco sHp yet, 
An' snugly git amang the saunts, 

At Davie^B hlp yet« 

Bat fegs tbe Session says I mann 

Gae fa'^upo' anither plan, 

Then garren lasses cowp tiie cran 

Clean heels owre body, 
And sairly thole their mither's ban 

Afore the howdy. 

Tliis leads me on, to teil for Sport, 
How I did wlth the Session soft — 
Auld Clinkum at the inner port 

Cry'd three times « Robta I 
Come hither lad, an* answer for*t, 

Ye're blam'd for jobbin.*» 

Wi' pinch I put a Sunday's face on, 
An* snoov'd awa* before the Session— 
I made an open, fair confession, 

I scorn*d tolie; 
An* syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

Fell foul o* me. 

A fomicator loun he call'd me, 

An* Said my faut frae bliss expelPd me ; 

I own'd the tale was true he tell'd me, 

" But what the matter,** 
Quo' I, " I fear unless ve geld me, 

ril ne'ef be better." 

" Geld you,** quo' he, " and whatfore no^ 
If that Your right hand, leg, oi Xa^^ 
17 R 



i 




Bv eniel hmdi tha uplfi» dropi, 
'in duit dtBbonmr'd Idd; 

So feil the pride of all my hopei, 
My Bge^ futnra ihade. 



Lameot tbe live-day lo 

Desth, oft I'?e fear'd thj total blow, 
Now, tonä I bare my hreut, 

O, do tliou llindlj lay me low 
Willi him I lo.e, st reit 



rm TnB D»Tn ov hoiebt biddil, bhi. er 

OLSHBIDDII, Amit, 17IH. 

Ko more, ye warblers of the wood— no mora 1 
Nor pnur your deecBnl, siratins. "" ™y »o"! : 
Tboii voung-ey'd Spring, giiy in tby Terdant <l 

More welcome it ere lo mc grlm Wlater'* wlld^nt i 

,'Tnw can ye chann, ye flow^, with all yonr drei 
Ye blow upon the Kid thut wraps my friend : 
How can I io the tuneful ttrain attend ? 

Tliat itraiii flows round th' nntimely tomb w 



Ym, pour, ye warhiers, pour tbe notei of noe ! 
A nd lootbe tha Viritiet veepiag od tbis bier : 
Tlie Man of Worih, aml haa not left bla peer 

I) in bin "nsTTD« houm" for ever dAi1ä,-j ^sn■ • 
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Tliee, Spring, «gabt with joy aliall oÜKr» gntl^. 
Me, inem'ry of my lots inUonly 





VERSES 

OV THB BBATH ÖT SIX JAMB8 HOlTTBm ULAOU 

Thb lamp of day, with fll-prasagiiig glare, 
Dim, doiidy. rank beneath the wettem imTe ; 

Th' incoostant olast howl'd thro* tbe darkening air. 
And hoUow wliisUed in the rocky eaye. 

Lone as I wander'd by each cHff and dell, 
Once the lov'd hannts of Scotia's royal tiain* ; 

Or mus'd where llmpid streams, once hallow'd wellt, 
Or moold'ring rains mark the sacred fane|; 

Th' increeaing blast roar'd roond the beetling rock«, 
The clouds, awift-wing'd, flew o'er the ttiury sky ; 

Tue groaning trees untlinely shed their locks, 
Aitd shoouug meteors caaght the startled eye« 

Tiie paly moon rose in the li^id east, 
And 'meng the cliffs disdos'd a stately Ibmiy 

In weeds of woe, that frantie beat her breast 
And mix'd her waillngs with tlie raTing stomi. 

Wild to my heart the fllial polses glow, 
Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I viewM : 

Her form ma^estic droop*d in peiisire woe, 
The lightning of her eye in tears imboed. 

* Tbe King*« Park, at Holyrood Houm. 
f St, Anthony*» Well. X St. Anthony*! CbapeL 
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Revers^ Üiat spear, redonbtable in war, 
Redin'd that iMamer, erst in fields unrarPd, 

That like a dreadful meteor gleam'd afar, 
And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the world :— 

** My patriot Son fiUs an nntimely grave \** 
Witn accents wild, and lifted aims ehe cried — 

" Low lies the hand tliat oft was ttreteh'd to save, 
Low lies the heart that awell'd with honest pride ! 

<< A weeping country joins a widow*» tear, 
The helpkss poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 

And droopinff hearts Surround tlieir patron's hier, 
And gratenil science heaves the heart-felt sigh, 

** I saw my sons resnme their ancient fire : 
I saw iair F^eedom's blossoms richly blow ; 

Bat, ah ! onr hope is bom bat to expire ! 
Relentless fate has laid this guaraian low. 

<< My Patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung, 
While empty greatness saves a worthless name l 

No ; eyery Muse shall join her tanefnl tongue, 
And fütare ages hear bis growing fame. 

<< And I wUl join a mother's tender cares, 
Tbro' fatore times to make bis virtue last, 

That distant years may boast of other Blairs !"— 
She Said, and vanishM with the sweeping blast 



LETTEB, 

TO J S T T, GL— NC— R. 

AuLD comrade dear and brither sinner, 
How's a' the folk about Gl— nc— r ? 
How do von this blae eastlin whid^ 
Tbat*8 like to blaw a bod^ Yi'^'il 



All' iieiu, . — 

Philosophers have fou'jrht au «*!«...„.. 
An' meilkle Greek and Latin mangled, 
Till wi' their lo<ric- Jargon tir'd 
An' in the depths of science mir'd, 
To common sense they novr appeal, 
What wives an' wahsters see an' feel ; 
; But, hark ye, friend, I Charge you strictl 

Peruse them and retam the.na quickly ! 
For DOW I'm grown sae cursed douce, 
I pray and ponder butt the house, 
My siiins, my lane, I there sit roastin, 

.^ 'l Perusing Bunyun, Brown, and Boston ; 

! > Till by an' by, if I haud on, 

; / I'll grünt a real Gospel groan : 

■ ; Already I begin to try it, 

; To cast my een up like a pyet, 

When by the ^un she tumbles o'er, 
Fiutt'ring an' gasping in her göre : 
Sae shortly you shull see me bright, 
A buming an' a shining light. 



u u 
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An* AuchenUay, I wi»h bim Joy ; 

If he*! a ]iareilt, Uu» or boy, 

May be be dad, an' Müg the nlitbei^ 

Just fi?e-an'-torty yea» tha^iCber l 

An' no fofvetting wabster Gbariie, 

I'm tauld be offen very &irly* 

An' L— d remamber ami^ng Sannoeky 

Wi' bale bijariu, tazpenee, an' a barmock. 

An' next, my anld acqaaintanoei Naneyi 

Shice sbe is fitted to iier faney : 

An' ber Und Btan bae airted tfll ber 

A gnid chid wi' a pickle iiUer. 

My Iqndest, best respects I sen' it, 

To cousin Kate an' sfster Janet ; 

Teil them frae nie, we cbiele be cantioas, 

For, faitb, tbey'U aibiins fln'tbem ftahioiit t 

To gprant a beart is fairly civU« 

But to gnint a laaidenb^'e tbe daTÜ I 

An' lasUy, Jamie, for yoond, 

May goardian angele tak a spell» 

An' steer yon seven miles soath o* bell : 

Bat firet, before von see beav'n'e gkfy» 

May ye get moaie a nienry story, 

Monle a laugb, and monie a drinki 

An' ay enougb o' needfn' elink. 

Now Hre ye weel. an* joy be wF yos« 
For my aake tbie Toeg it o' you, 
Assiet poor Bimson a' ye ean, 
Ye'U ftn' bim lost aa bonett amn ; 
Sae I conclude an' qoat my cbanter, 
Your'8 Saint or sinner, 

Bob tbb Rantbiu 
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ON A YOÜNG LADY, 

Residing on the Batikt of the tmall River Deocm^ 
in Ölachmahnamhxre, but tohote inßint ytan 
toere tpent in Ayrthire. 

How pleasant the banks of the dear-winding Deron, 
Witn ffreen-spreading boshes, and flow*» bloora- 
ing fair : 

Bat the bonniest flow'r on the banks of the Devon, 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the snn on this sweet-blashins: flower. 
In the gay, rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower, 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O spare the dear blossom, ye Orient breezes, 
With Chili hoary wing as ye usher the dawn ! 

And far be thon aistant, thou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the g^eurden and lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, 
And England trinmphant display her proud rose ; 

A fairer than either adoms the green valiies 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



VERSES 



Written on the Blank Leaf of a Copy of bis 
PoemSf Presented io an old Sweetheart^ thfn 
Married. 

Once fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear, 
Sweet eariy object of my ^joulMxxV ^o^n«. 



BURNS* FOEM6. 2-^9 

Accept this mark of friendship, warra, sincere, 
Fnendship ! — 'tis all cold duty now allowt» : — 

And when yon read the simple, artless rhymes, 
One friendly sigh for him, lie asks no more, 

Who distant burns in flaming, torrid cliraes, 
Or haply lies beneath th* Atlantic roar. 



EXTEMPORE, 

Written in Answer to a Card from an intimate of 
Bums, inviting htm to spend an hour at a 
Tavem, 

The Hing's most hnmble servant I, 

Gan scarcely spare a minute ; 
Bat ril be wi* you by and bye, 

Or eise the devll's in it. 



EXTEMPORE. 

Written in a Lady*s Pocket-Book. 

Orakt me, indulgent Heav'n, that I may live 
To see tbe miscreants feel the pains they give, 
Deal freedom's sacred treasures free as air, 
Till slave and despot be but things that were. 



LINES 

ON MISS J. SCOTT, OF ATR. 

Oh ! had each Scot of ancient times, 
Beei\, Jbany Scott, as thou art, 
The bravest heart oiv Ei\^\\a\i ^xot^nv^^ 
Had yielded llke a covrard. 



löO ■drhb' rOMMM. 

EPITAPHS, EPIGRAM8, 

ON A CELBBRATED-RDUNO BLDBB, 
IlBSE WHiUr WDl Id 
Toh-tt,iflM^g»a< 
SsCan, gle hin thy « 



n, gle hin thy cur to ka«p. 



ON A NOISY POLBMia 
Bkloit thir itUM Da Jamla^ baiiHf - 

O Death, Ifa m; opInloD, 
Thoa ne'er took »Bah • bbtliVia' b-toh 

Inio tbj darit dankinkn I 

ON WEE J0HHN7. 

BIO JAOEBT WBl lOBXXr. 

Whob'bs tfaon ort, O md«^ knov, 
That Death baa mmderM Jölmay I 

And here hEi body IIa fo' io w 
For «aul he ne'er had eaj- 



FOR THE ADTHOR'8 FATHBR. 
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The pitving lieurt iluit iUt Ibr hnnan wo ! 

Tbe oMmCloM bent that fiear'd no hanum pride ! 
The ftiend of mm, to vice akme a fae, 

^ For ef'n his fiOlJNgt iMn*«! to virtue'i »ide."« 



. FOR ROBEBT AIKEN, Em|. 

Know tlKM, O ttranger to the fiuaa 
Of this much loT'd, innch honour'd name ! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made oola. 



FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, Esq. 

Thb poor man weeps— here Oaom sleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blam'd ; 

But with tueh as he, where'er ha be, 
May I be mif*d or ' 



A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

I8 there a whim-inspired fool, 

Owre ibflt for thoognt, owre hot for rule, 

Owre Uate to seek, owre proud to »nool. 

Let hhn draw near. 
And owre this grassy heap efaig dool, 

And drap a taar. 

Is there a Bard of mstlc song. ^ 
Who, noteless steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this area throng, 

O pass not by ! 
Bot, wHh a frater-foeUng itronff, 

Here heave a efgh. 



• Qoldua\tku 



The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn, and wise to know. 

And keenly feit the friendly glow, 

And softer flame^ 
But thoughtless foUies laid him low. 

And stain'd bis narae ! 

Reader, attend— whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole 

In low pureuit, 
Know, prudent, cautious, telj cotitroi^ 

Is wisdom's root. 



ON JOHN DO VE, 

INNKBEPER, MAUCHLINE. 

Herb lies Johnny Pidgeon, 
What was bis religion f 
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ON A FRIEND. 

An honest man here lies at rest 
As e'er God with his image blest ; 
The friend of man, the friend of tnith ; 
The friend of age, and goide of youth : 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm d, 
Few hearts with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another worki, he lives in bliss ; 
If tiiere is none, he made the best of this. 



ON A WAG IN MAÜCHUNE. 

Lasient htm Mauchline husbands a', 

He aften did assist ye ; 
For had he staid whole weeks awa, 

Yoar wives they neV had roiss'd ye. 
Ye Mauchline baims, as on ye press 

To school in bands thegither, 
O tread ye lightly on this grass,— 

Perhaps he was your fatber. 



THE HENPECK'D HÜSBAND. 

ZJüRS'd be the man, the poorest wretch in life, 
rhe croochiug vassal to tne tvrant wife ! 
(Vho has no will, but by her high permission ; 
Who has not sixpence, but in her possession : 
VVho must to her his dear friend's secret teil : 
Who dreads a curtain Iccture worse than hell ! 
Where such the wife had fallen to my part, 
I'd break her spirit, or I'd break her heart; 
['d charm her with the magic of a switcb^ 
I'd kiss her raaids, and kick >i\vfc ^etN«wfc\k— ^^• 



In iieaven iiself. rif.!t , 

ghace befohe 

May never wo«e be^, 

^"l^ "[''«'"='■ BTantedoTd 

I*rd, bl«5 US with ™„r; 
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BONOS AND BALLAD8. 



«HB JOLLY BEGOABS. 
A €kmtaJt€L. 

BBCXTATXTO. 

Whbn lyart leaves bettnw the vird, 
Or, wETering, like the baockie* bird, 

Bedim cauld Boreas' blast : 
When hailstanes drive wi' bitter skyte. 
And infinit froste begin to bite. 

In hoary cranreugh drest ; 
Ae n^ht, at e'aa, a merry oora 

O' randie gan^n^l bodies, 
In Poosie-Nansie's held thie tpkwe, 
To drink their orra daddies : 
Wi' qnaffing and laugbing, 

They ranted and they sang ; 
Wi* jumpiog and thnmpiiig, 
The Tera girdla nuig. 

First, neist the fire, in auld red rags, 
Ane sat, weel braced wi' mealy bags, 

And icnapsack a* in order ; 
Eis doxy lay within bis arm, 
Wi' usqnebae and blankets wanui 

She blinket on her sodirer ; 
And aye he giee the toozie mh 

The titber skelpm kies, 
While she heM np her |preedy gab, 

Jast like an aomos dwh : 

* Tba old SeotUsh nanie tot ik\Miu 



LH a Hin of Han, who bare bec 
id sliow m; cub and >can whä 



Lal 

H; 'praniiceaLIp I past vrhere mj 

WLeu tbe bloody dje «a* eu 

Abrami 
I lerved aat my triids whn thi 

-■^'^'^--' -uUidattb 

Ld 



And tiie Horo low 
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Vliat tho' with hoary locks I raost stand the wimer 

shocks, 
teneath the wooda and rocka, oftentimesfor a horoe ; 
7hen the totber bag I seil, and the tother bottle teil, 
coald meet a troop of hell at the sound of the drum. 
X Lal de daudle See, 

RECITATITO. 

He ended : and the kebars sheuk 

Aboon tne choms' roar ; 
While frighted rattons backward lenk. 

And 8eek the benmost bore ; 
A fairy fiddler frae the neok. 

He skir^d out encore ! 
But np arose the martial chuck, 

And läid the loud uproar. 

AIR. 

TuNB— « Soldier LaddU." 

onee was a maid. tho' I cannot teil when, 
.nd still my deligbt is in proper yoong men ! 
ome one of a troop of dra«roons was my daddie, 
fo wonder I'm fond of a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, See, 

"he first of my loves was a swaggerfaig blade, 
o rattle the thundering drum was bis trade ; 
lis leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddy, 
'ransported I was with my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, See. 

(ut the godly old chaplain left hira in the larch. 
o the sword I forsook for the suke of the churcli ; 
[e ventur'd the soul, and risked the body. 
Twas then I prov'd false to my sodger landlft. 

17 B 
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Füll soon I grew sick of my sanctifted Mt, 
The regiment at large for a huiband I got; 
From the gilded spontoon to the fife I wu vaidjf t 
I adced no more bat a Bodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &e. 

But tbe peace it reduced me to beg in dispair, 
Till I met m^ old boy at Cmmingham für, 
His rags regimental they flattored lae mody, 
My hcirt it rejoiced at my sodg^ laddfe. 

Sing, Lal de lal, fte. 

And now I have lived— I know not bow long. 

And still I can join in a cnp or a song ; 

Bat wbilst witn both bands I can hold the gki 

steady. 
Here's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, Idc 

RECITATIYO. 

Poor Merry Andrew, in the neok, 

Sat guzzling wi' a tinkler hiziie ; 
Thcy mind't na wha the chonu tooK, 

äctween themselves they were sae bizzy ; 
At Icngtb, wi' drink and coortfaig diziy, 

He stoiter'd ap and made a uce: 
Then tam*d and laid a smack on Grriuy, 

Syne tan'd bis pipes wf grave grinaee. 

AIR. 

TuNB— " Ju/rf Sir Symon/' 

Sir Wisdom'a a fooV '«\iCRi W« Com^ 
Sir Knave U a iooV m «l ««M^«(i\ 

lle*8 there but *pTeu\\<Ä 1 ^»«^ ^ 
But I am a ioolM v^^«^^**^ 
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My grandB ibe boogiit me a bevk, 

And I lield awA to tbe telMxd ; 
I Imt I mj talent inlBtesk ; 

Bat wliat Win ye hae of a Ibol? 

Vor dirink I wad TeDtiire my neck ; 

A Msie^ tbe banf o^ ny eiaft ; 
Bat vtet eouKl ya othor eimet 

Of aaa thatPf aTOiradly däkt 

I anea «aa tied op lika a ttiA, 

For ei?illy swearing and anaffing ; 
I anea wa« almsUf Aa klrk| 

Pior towiliag a lata f my oaiBn. 

Poor Andrew that tomblee fort eport, 

Let naebody nama wi' a}eer ; 
lÜiere^aef aoy Fm taold, i* the coart, 

A tambler ca'd tbe Premier. 

Obsenr'd ye, yon re?erend lad 

Make facet to lickle the mob ; 
He raile at oor moontebank aqoed $ 

It^ lival^ Jnst i' the Job. 

And now myecmchiekm rn teil, 

For fidtii I'm eonfoandadly m^ 
Tha ohid thatf 8 a fiMd Cor bämaK 

CKMd L-d, li ftr dafter tiwB f . 

BBOITATITO. 

Then nieet ontepak a raade carlin, 
Wha kent fu' weel to cleek the sterUng 
For monie a pureie she had hookM, 
And had in mooy a well been dnck'd ; 
Her dove had been a Highland Jaddia^ 
Bat weaiy &' tha waafa* ^qq(^\ 
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WV sighs and sabs she thiis began [' 

To wail her braw John Highlandmaa. 

AIR. 

Tuv B— " Of an: you were dead, Chidenumf 

k HiOHLAND lad my lore was born, 
The Lawlaiid laws he beld in scorn ; 
Bat he still was faithfu' to bis dan, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sinp^, hey, my braw John Hisfhlandman ! 
Sing, ho, my braw John Highlandman ! 
There's not a lad in a* tbe lan' 
Was match for my John Highlandmaa. 

Wr bis philibeg and tartan plaid, 
And guae claymore down by bis sid«, 
The ladies' hearts he did trepan, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman, 

Sing, hey, 4ce* 

We rangcd a' from Tweed to Spey, 
And lived like lords and ladies gay ; 
For a Lalland face he fenred nane, 
My gallant braw John Highlindraan. 

Sing, hey, &e. 

They banfsh'd him beyond the sea, 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my clieeks the pearls ran, 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, Ate. 

Bat oh ! they catch'd him at the last, 
Ättd bonnd bim in a dun^eou i%At^ 
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My cune npon tiiem every one, 
They've haog'd my bnw jobn Highlan 

Sing, hey, &c 

And now a widow I ninst monrn 
The ple^Mires tliat will ne'er retarn; 
No comfort bat a hearty can, 
When I think on John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, &c. 

KBCITATirO, 

A pigmy scraper wi' bis fiddle, 

Woa U8*d at trysts and fairs to driddle, 

Her strappin limb und gaucy mlddle 

(He reach'cl nae higher) 
Had hol'd bis beartie like a riddle. 

And blawn't on nre. 

Wi' band on baoncb, and npward ee, 
He croon'd hh p^mut, ane, twa, three, 
Then, in an Artoso Icey, 

The wee ApoHo 
Set äff, wP Älligretto glee, 

His giga solo» 

AXB. 

TuMB— ^ Whittle o'tr the Lam o^#/ 

Lbt me ryke np to dight that tear. 
And go wi' me and be my dear. 
And tben yoar every care and fear 
May wbistle owre the lave o't 

CHOKUS. 



I am a fiddler to my trade, 

Änd a' the tones tkat e*eT 1 v'^y ^ 






TV Ca* *- - 

Siogi wlilstle,aim IM Hk<« « . 

I OBflPD» 

Sae menflT's tiie bniet wem mkia^ 
And Mm onneli aboot tlie djlä^ 
And at OQr leitura, wlMüim IpML 
Wall wUatle owra the Uta 0^ 

loByte» 



^f»i 






Bat bkM BM wP yonr haav^B o^ 
And whOa I klttla halr «a tb^rsBr , .7^ 
Hunger, eaidd, and a' aie hama, 
Kay wUstia owra tha la?««^ . .• .. ^ 



BBOnAlXTO. 



4M» A f 



■J 



Her elumM had aindL a ataiiti^ OiMä 
Aa waal aa poor G«|-iecaper : 

He takf tha flddler 1i2|[ tlie beafi. 



iftüR»»' P0BM6. 

He feign'd to «oirtle in his deeve, 
Wlien thas the Caird address'd her : 

AIR. 

vif 

TvvB"** Clota the CcnUdron," 

My bonny lass, I work in brass, 

A tinker is my Station ; 
Fve travell'd round all Christian ground 

In this my occnpation ; 
Fve ta'en the gold, IVe bieen airoll'd 

In many a noble sqnadron ; 
But vain they searchM, when off I march'd 

To go and clout the cauldron. 

l\e ta'en the gold, &c. 

Despise that shrimp, that wither'd imp, 

WV SL* his noise and caprin. 
And tak a share wi' those tJiat bear 

The budget and the apron ; 
And by that stowp, my faith and hoap. 

And by that dear Kilbagie,* 
If e'er ye want, or meet wi' scant, 

May I ne'er wat my craigie. 

AJod by that stowp, &c. 

BBGITATIYO. 

The Caird prevail'd— th' unblnshing fair . 

In his embraces sank, 
Partly wi' love o'ercome sae sair, 

And partly she was dronk. 
Sir Violino, with an air 

That show'd a man o' spunk, 



* A pecnliar sort of wbisky so called ; a creat fa 
with Pooide-Nansie's clob» 



IJehint the chicken-cavie, 
Her lord, a wi^iht o* Homers craft,* 

Tho' Uinpiiig wi* tlie spavie, 
He hirprd np, and lap like Dai't, 

And shor'd them Dainty Davie, 

To boot that nighl 

He was a care-defyin|? blade 

As cver Bacchus listpd, 
Tho* Fortune sair upon him laid, 

His heart she ever iniss'd it. 
He had nae wish, but— to he glad, 

Nor want— but wlien he thirsted; 
He hated nought but— to be sad, 

And thus tlie Muse suggested 

His sang that nigl 

AIR. 

TüNE— "For (C ihaty and a* tha 



I've lost but ane, I've twa behin/ 
I've wife enoagh for a' that. 

I never drank the Muses' stank, 

Castalia's bum, and a' that ; 
But there it streams, and richly reams, 

My Helicon I ca' that. 

For a' that, &c. 

Groat love I hear to a* the fair, 
Tlieir humble slave, and a* that ; 

But lordly will, I hold it still ^ . 

A rnortal »m to thraw that. 

For a' that, &c. 

In raptures sweet, this honr we meet, 

Wi* inutual love, and a' that ; 
But for liow louj; the ilie may stang, 

Let incllnation law that. 

For a' that, &c. 

Their tricks and craft hae put nie daft, 

TheyVe ta'en me in, and a' that ; 
But clear your decks, and *' Here's the sex l" 
I like the jads for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that; 

And twice as meikle's a' that, 
My dearest blude to do them gude, 
Theyre welcome till't for a' that. 

RECITATIYO. 

So snng the bard— and Nansie's wa's 
Shook with tlie thunder of applause, 

Re-echoed from eacli moutn ; 
They toom'd their pocks, and pawn'd thehr duds, 
They scarcely left to co*eT Ü\«\t iu<i%. 

To queneh their lowan dxouXYi. 




Looks round bim, and tbund tu 
Impatient for the chonu. 

AIR. 

TuHB— " Joüy MortalttfiU yoi 

See the smokin^ bowl before ns, 
Mark cur jovial ragged ring ; 

Round and round take up the chor 
And in rapturcs let ns sing : 

CH0BU8. 

A fiff for those by law protect 
Liberty's a glorions ieast ! 

Courts for cowards were ereef 
Churches built to please th< 

What is title? what is treasnre? 



BVBR8' POXMi. '2e7 



Does tiie tniii-Attmdcd eankg» 
Thro^ the oonntiT l^hter rove? 

Does the sober bed of maiTlaffe 
Witnesfl brigliter seenes of lOTe? 

Afig, &c. 

Life ii an a va r k n u n, 
We regard not bow it goet; 

Let them cant aboat deoomm 
Wbo haTe duuraeten to loae. 

Afigy ftc 

Bete's to bndcets, bags. and wallett ! 

Here*s to au the wanoeiing train ! 
Here's our ragged brats and caUats t 

One and all cry oat, iUncn t 



THE BIOS (y BABLEY. 

It was npon a Tammas night» 

When com ligs are bomde, 
Beneath the moon's andouded light, 

I hdd awa to Annie: 
The time flew by wf tentless heed, 

TUl 'tween the late and earW; 
WV sma' persaasioa she affaea 

To see me thro* the bariej. 

The sky was bloe, the wfaid was stUl, 

The moon was sUning eteariy : 
I set her down wi' riff ht good wffl, 

Amang the rigs o* barfey : 
I ken't her heart was a^ ray ain ; 

I loT'd her most sincerely ; 
I kias'd her owre and owre agaia 

Ajoaog the rig« o* \MxVe) *• 



""*Ä"3:*'"W«;''-*- 
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The partridge loves the fniitful felis ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hem the fonntains ; 
Through lofty grovcs the eushat roves, 

The path of man to shnn it ; 
The hazel bash o'erhangs the thnish, 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Tims ev'ry kind their pleasure find, 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues comblne } 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt, away ! the croel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'rlng cry« 

The flatt'ring, gory pinion 1 

But, Peggtfy dear, the evening'a elear, 

Thick flies the skimming swallow; 
The sky is blue, the flelds in view, 

All fading'green and vellow : 
Come let us stray oar gfadsome way» 

And view the charras of natare; 
And rustling corn, the fruited thorn» 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

WeMl gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
ril grasp thy waist, and, fondly preit, 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 
Not vernal showers to budding flowera» 

Not autumn to the farraer, 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, and lovely charinciX 
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soiro. 

ToMB— ^ Jfjr Namtia O.* 
Bbhind yon hüb where Logw flowt. 



• ■•1 



'Mapg moan.and auMMi BaBT. 0| ^ 
The wintry snn the day ha* dord. 

And Illawa to Kaula» O. 
The westUn' wind Uawi utad and afaill ; 

The niglif^ baith milk and lainy, O: 
But 111 get my plaid, and oat FU ateaf. 

And owie thie nillf to Kaanie^ O. 

M y Nannie^s eharnüng, tweet, and jooog ^ 

Nae artfa' wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befin' the flattwing tongoe 

lliat wad begaile my Iwnie, O. 
Her face is ftlr, her heart ii triM, 

As spotless as slus^e bonnie, O ; 
Tlie opening gowan, wet wi* dev, 

Nae purer IS tliaa Namiie, O. 

A coantry lad is my degraa» 

And few there be that ken me, O ; 
But what care I liow ftw they ns, 

Vm welcome aya to Nannie, O. 
My riches a's my pemiy-fee, 

And I maon guide it eaiuüei O ; 
Bat warl's gear ne'er tnmUea me^ 

My thoughts aia af my Kamiie, O. 

Our aald gudeman delights to view 
His sheep and kye tuive bonnie, O ; 

But I'm as blythe that banda his pleagb. 
And has nae care bat Nannie, O. 
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Coine weel, come wo, I care nae by, 
I'll tak what Heav'n will sen' me, O ; 

Nae itber care in life hae I, 
Bat live, and loye my Naimie, O. 



GREEN OROW THE RASHES. 

▲ PRAGMBNT. 

Thbbb's Bonght but care on ev'ry ban', 
In every honr tbat passes, O : 

Wbat signifies the life o' man, 
And 'twere not for tbe lasses, O. 

Green grow the rasbes, O; 

Green grow the rasbes O ; 
The sweetest hours tbat e'er I spent, 

Were spent amang tbe lasses, O. 

The warly race may rlcbes chace, 
And riches still may fly them, O ; 

And tboogb at last they catch tiiem fast, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy tbem, O. 
Green grow, Acc 

But gie me a canny boar at 6*60, 
My arms about mv dearie, O ; 

Aiid warly cares, and warly men, 
May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, kc, 

For yon sae doace, ye sneer at tbis, 
Ye're nooght bat senseless asses, O ; 

The wisest man tbe warl' e'er saw, 
He deiriy lo'ed tbe lasses, O. 

Green grow, &(a. 
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The iheep-lwrd tteek« hli fmldteg ikp. 

And owre the mooriandt whiiün üaUf 
Wi* wild, mwqiHd, mnäMmg ttep, 

I meet him oo the dewy fiiU. 

And nuum I stilly Ise. 

And when the lark» tween ligfat and darfc, 
Blythe waokene hj the datoy's ride» 

And moonts and singe, on flntteiing whigi 
A wae^wom ghaist I hameward gUde, 
And mann I still, &c. 

Come Winter, with thine angiy howl, 

And raging bend the nakei tree ; 
Tliy gloom mll sooth niy cheerieas sool, 

when Nature all is sad like nie ! 
And mann I still, fte. 



SONQ. 

TuNB— «Äorfin OutU." 

Thb gloomy night is gathering fhst, 
Load roars the wild inconstant blast, 
Yon mjokw dood is foul with rain, 
I See it driving o'er the piain : 
The honter now haa left the moor, 
The scatter'd ooTers meet seeore, 
Whüe here I wandier, pfest with oaie, 
Along the lonely banhs of ^yr. 

The Antomn moorns her rip'ning oora 
By early Whnter's ravage tom ; 
Across her placid, azore sky, 
8he seet the seowling tempest fly : 
Chili nins my blood to hear it rtTe, 
I think apon the atoniiy w^^e« 

17 T 



Bot the lui timb tiuit Imv« ay heah, 
White diütli ttMkte vtetor bj, 

Tliat tlirob, Bliva, ii thy iNurt, 
And «hiii» tittft liltik %h I 



THSFABEWBLL 

■■■••■■ 

To TBB Bwan a u mm ov st. iAumB'B lodob, 

TABBOUTOK. 

TuKB— ** €food Ntghi, amdJoif hewi^ff0ua*r 

Adibu ! a iMart^wam foni «lieii ! 

Dear brothen of the myitte <y« / 
Ye faYMv'd, ye enligktemd hw, 

CoviMnioi» of my «leial Joy I 
Tbo' I to foreign lands mnst hte, 

Panainff Fortme^t •Udd'iy bflf, 
With melUDg beart and brfanful cnre, 

ru mind you ttin, tho' fiur awa\ 

Oft have I met yonr locial band. 

And spent tbe ehaöflil, ibatiTe nlgbt ; 
Oft, honoar'd with aspreme eoarauund, 

Presided o'«r tfaa $omt uf Vi/ffa : 
And by that^ ««raylJKpMe brifht, 

Which none bat erqfUmmi ever taw 1 
Strang inf«i'ry on ay haart ihatt writa 

Thoae happy loenea wbea fiur awa'. 

May freedom, hanBoay, and lova» 

Unite yoa in the arand dedgrif 
Boieath th' oniniident Eye above» 

The glorlons ArekitfH divine ! 
Tbat yoa may Iteep th' untrrina Ung^ 

Still rising by |ba pktmmtH'^Usm^ 



I 




A Itit reqa«>t, permit me t 
When yearly va auembL 

One Fourüf, I uk It wjth ■ 
To hlm, the B^hd, Ikafi 



TTiB peer I dont envy, I 0tb 1 
I icam not the peasant, tho' e 
Bai a Club ofKood fetlowa, lili 
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I onee was poimiflad ft ▼entors to lalike : 
A letter intomi'd nw tliat all was to wreek ; 
Bat tbe pany old tondlonl Jost waddled up atairs^ 
With a gkmöv» bottte that «ndad my earw. 

' life^ casA thej ara comibrt a' ^— • mazim lald dowo 
By the bard, what d^e eaU htm f that wore the black 

gown; 
And &{th I afl^ree wi A tüi' M prig to a hair ; 
For a big-bdl/'d botUa'a a liaaf en of care. 



Ä Stanxa adtUd in a Ma$on Lodge* 

Theo illl ap a bumper, and make it o'erflovr, 
And boiioon aasoaic prepare fi^r to throw ; 
May eveöry tnie brother of the compass and sqnara, 
Have a b%-beUy'd bottle wben haiWd with cara. 



HIGHLAND MARY. 

Tb baoks, and braea, aad ttreaaif an>and 

The leaatle o' Hontsomery^ 
Green be yoor woods, and fav ;^oiir flowen, 

Yonr waten never dromlie ; 
Tbere BiioDiner first nnfeold her fobes. 

And there tbe langMt tarry : 
For tbere I took tbe last fiu^eel 

O* my Bweet Highland Mary. 

How sweeliy bloom'd tbe ttay green birk, 
How rieh the hawtbom^ bloflaom, 



* Touiif^ Hlfht TbmugBte« 



{ 



et *«« n 



» 



Oar partin^ was fu' tender ; 
And, piedging aft to meet agaiiiy 

We tore oarsels asunder ; 
Bat oh ! feil death's untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae eaiiv ! 
Now green's the sod, and caalcTs tfa 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

O pale, pale now. those rosy Ups, 
I aft hae kiss'a sae fondiv ! 
. And clos'd for aye the sparkling gl 

'' '^1 . |: That dwelt on me sae kindly I 

" ' And monldering now in silent doM 

That heart that lo'ed nie dearly- 
i^ j ;9 ^.' But still witiiin mv bosom's core 

' Shall live my Highland Mary t 







AULD ROB MORS 
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Bat, oh! i]M%tiibli|nityaii]dBo|iiirtakird, 
And ny daddy hasnoighl bat a oot-hoiiie and yard ; 
A wooer like me maanaa bopa to oome tpeed ; 
The wounds I matt hUa tliM wiU.soon be my dead. 

The day comet to me, hat ddight brln« me nane ; 
The night comes t»me, bat my rwt it u gane ; 
I wander my lane like a night-troabled ghaist^ 
And I sigh as my haart It wad bant In my braut 

had ehe bat beenaf a kmar degna, 

1 then might hae hm^d um wtd tmOSi apon me ! 
O, how pait deMTlTUig had than bean my blls«, 
As now my diitraction no worda can azpressl 



DÜNCAN GRAY. 

DuNCAK Grat eam here to woo, 

Ha, ha, the woofaig o't, 
On blithe ynle*nig^t wiMi wa wäre loa. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t. 
Maggie cooet her head fh' he^, 
Look'd aalclent and mico tkeigfa. 
Gart poor Doncan atand abelgh ; 
Ha, ha, tlia wooing o't 

Doncan fleaeh'd and Dnnean pray'd } 

Ha,ha.fte. 
Meg was deai os Alba CMg^ 

H^ha.&c. 
Doncan sigh'a balth out and in, 
Grat bis een baith bleer*t and hlhi'. 
Spak olowpin o^er a Unn ; 

Ha,lia,to. 

Tim« and chanoe are bat a tlda, 

Ha,ha,ft)o. 
SUghted love ii sair to bida» 
. EUybai&c 



. 4 

I . m 



* Meg grttw oi\.t», »^ — ^ . 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Somethirig ia her bosom wrings, 
For relief a sigh ehe brinfl», 
I And O, her een, they Bpi& sie thii 

>j Ha. ha, dcc 



\''} Duncan was a lad o' grace, 

'-}. Ha, ha, &c. 



r 



f^j , Maggie's was a piteous case, 

K^ Ha, ha,&c. 

. i^ . Dancan could na bc her death, 

■ -ÜF ' Swelling pity sinoor*d his wratii ; 

I ;" How they're crouse and canty bi 

! W Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 



..-, '' 



■■! h 



\ 



'l GALLA WATER. 

jl Thbrb's braw, braw lads on Yarr 

ThRt wander thro' the bloombig 
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Tet rieh in kindest, traest loye, 
We'll tent our flociu by Gallk water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 
Tbat coft contentment, peace, or pleasure : 

Tlie bands and bliss o' mutoal love, 
O that's the cbiefeBt warld's treasnre ! 



THE SOLDIER'S RBTÜRIf. 
. TüNB-« Thß Mül, Mill or 

When wild war*s deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace retarning, 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning ; 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I'd been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor but honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

A band unstain'd wi' plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thonght upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thought apon my Nancy ; 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthfuffancy. 

At length I reach'd the bonnie glen, 

Where early life I sported ; 
I pass'd the roill, and trysting-thom« 

Where Nancy aft I conrted : 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling! 
And turn'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was sweWVti^. 



' Sac wistfully she gaz'd on me. 
And loveher gjew than erer 

., j I Quo' she, a sodsrer ance I lo'ed^ 

; •^' ' , Forget him shall I never : 

'.^i'>' Onr humble cot and liamely foi 

\ f s Ye freely shall partake it; 

j ^: - i\ That gallant bad^e, the dear e 

V*[ l '■ Ye're welcome for the sake c 

■ ^^ •■;'••■ 

. { .^ , . She gaz*d~8he redden like a r 

: j'lf I Syne pale like ony lilly, 

r & She sank witbin my arms and 

'\ii Art tbou my ain dear Willic 

y By Him who made von san af 

■ . ' ,'■ ff By whom true lovVs regard 

: '■!^ I am the man ; and thos may 

- I !j True lovers 06 rewarded ! 

■: ;; j The wars are o'er, and I'm co 

AnH find thee still true-hea 
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But glory is the sodger's nrize, 

Tbe sodj^er's wealth is honour : 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger, 
Remember he^it bis coantry stay 

In day and hoar of dang^r. 



MEQ O' THE HILL. 

Tu NB—" O bannte Lots toill ye lie in a Btarrack V 

) KEN ye what Meg o' tbe Mill hak gotten? 
Ind ken ye what M^ o* the Mill has gotten? 
)he has gotten a coof wi' a claut o' silier, 
Ind broken tbe heart o' the barley Miller. 

rhc Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy ; 
K heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady : 
The laird was a widdiefo', bleerit knurl : — 
^he*s left the guid fellow and ta'en tbe churL 

rhe Miller he hetcht her a heart leal and loving ; 
^he laird did address her wi' matter more movingi 
i fine pacing-horse wi' a clear-chained bridle, 
i whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

3 wae on the silier, it is sae prevailing ; 
lind wae on the love that is nx'd on the mallen I 
\ tocher's nac word on a true lover's parle, 
But gie me my love, and a fig for the warl' ! 



O Loo 

Tiiut 



SONG. 

TüNB— " Logan toater." 

OAN, sweetly didnt tbou ^lide, 
day I was my WUlie's brida l 
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And yeare sinsyne hae ö'er us run, 
lake'Logan to the simmer sun, 
Bat now thv flow*ry banks appear 
Like drnmlie winter, dark aiM dremr, 
While mv dear lad maan face hb fäe^ 
Far, far irae me and Logan braes. 

Ag^in the merry month o' May 
Has made cur hüls and Valleys gay ; 
The birds rejoice in leafy bowen, 
The bees hum round the breathing flofi 
Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye, 
And evening's tears are tears of joy ; 
My soui, delightlesB, a' surveya, 
Wnile Willie's iar frae Logan brae». 

Within von milk-white hawthorn bosb, 
Amang her nestlings sita the tbrush, 
Her faithfu' mate will share her toll, 
Or wi, his song her cares beguile : 
But I wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to eheer, 
Pass widow'd nights and joyleBS days, 
While Willie's iar frae Logan braes. 

O, wae apon you, men o' State, 
That brethren roase to deadly hate 1 
As ye make many a fond heart monro, 
Sae roay it on your heads retum ! 
How can yoar flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry ? 
But soon may peace bring happy days. 
And Willie hame to Logan braes! 
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THE LEA-RIG. 

Whbn o'er tbe hill the eastepi star 

Teilt boghtin-tirae is near, vavio, 
And owsen frae tbe furrow'd fleid. 

Return 8ae dowf and weary O, 
Down by the bum, where scented birki 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo, 
111 meet thee on the lea^rig, 

Hy aln kind dearie O. 

In mirkett glen, at midnlght hour, 

rd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Altho' the night were ne*er sae wild, 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

The hunter lo'es the moming sun, 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 

Along the bam to steer^ my jo ; 
Gie me the hoor o' gloamm grey, 

It maks roy heart eae cheery O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 



WANDERING WILLIS. 

RB awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
'ere awa, there awa, band awa harne ; 
le to roy bosom my ain only dearie, 
M me thoa bring'st roe m^ V^^^<&>i^ 



And waa mjr dear luauie anca n 

Bat, ob 1 if beV fUthless, and min 

Flow Btill beHreen d8, thon widi 



TOSB— "fioW« J*C 
Had I a CBve on some wild, dbti 
Wbere the winds howl to tbe wat 
There would I weep my wo««, 
Tliere eeek my loat repose, 
Till p-ief iny eye» shoold clOH. 

Palsestofwomarkind! caiuttbo- 
AU Diy fund pligbied row*— SeetI 
To tby new lover hie, 
TahltI. n'er Ihv Denarv. 
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Bttt warily tent, when ye come to coart me, 
And come na unless the back-yett be a-jee; 
Syne up the back-style, and let nae body see, 
And come as ye were na Coming to me. 
And come, &c. 
O whistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ve meet me, 
Gang by me as tbo' tbat ye car'a na a flie ; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black e'e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookin' at me, 
Yet look, See, 
O whistle, &e» 

Ay vow and protest that ye carc na for me, 
And whyles ye may lightly my beaaty a wec : 
But court na anither, tho' Jokin' ye be, 
For fear that ehe whyle your fancy frae me. 
For fear, &c. 
O whistle, &c. 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May coroes in wi' flowers, 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowen ; 
And now comes in my happy hours, 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

Mcet me on the warlock knowe ! 

Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 
There I'Il spend the day wi' you, 

My ain dear dainty Davie. 

The crystal waters round us fa/ 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A waiidering wi' my Davie. 
Meet me, &c. 



Aod tlisrt my da de« I 



Hcet me on the warlock 
Bonnie Davi«, dainty J 

There I'U ipend the d«f 
My »in desi d»iiity Dl 



SaovLD aald acqa»int«nce 1 
And never brought to min 

Bhoald auld «cquaintancs b« 
And d»y» o' lang »yna I 



W« twiBt« Mldl*t r «ke tan, 
Vtrae moraHy um tUl dlnt ; 

Bst MM bMiiÖMO «• Invid harn nwr'A 
Sia aald laiig me. 

ForanUyfte» 

Aad hera'fi:« luradTmy tnuty ficMi 



Ad here't « ]iiuidr»7 tnuty 
And gH»^ a hmd o' thine ; 



And well ftU » rigbt gnid wfflS»-«i«i>^» 
For anld lang lirlM. 

For Müd, fte. 

And snrely ye^ be yomr pint-Btonp, 

And fimBiT 111 be mim: 
And well tak a enp o* kindDa» yat, 

For aöU lang ayne. 

Forauidy&c 



BANNOCKBÜRN. 

EOBBBT BRUOB'8 ABBBBS8 TO HIB ABB 

8ooiV| wlm hae wi' Wallaee bled, 
Scoti, wham bmce hM alten kd ; 
Weloonie to yoar eory bed, 
Or to glonooB netoiie 1 

Now't the day, and now^ tha boor— 
See the front & battle lower : 
8m approach prond Edwafd'a power— 
Edward! chains and alaTerie I 

Wba will be a traitor-knave f 
Im ean flu a ooward's grate f 
Wba aae baM m be a alaye t 
Italtor! coward! tnmaadfleat 

MT U 
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Wha for Sootland's king and law 
Freedom'8 sword will strongly draw^ 
^eeman stand, or freaman &', 
Galedonian ! on wi' me I 

By oppression's woes and palns ! 
By our sons in servile chafns ! 
Vte will drain onr dearest Telns, 
Bat they shall be— shall be free ! 

Lay the proud asurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward ! let us do, or die ! 



SONG. 

TuNB— " Ca' tlie Yowes Co the KnowmJ' 

CHORUS. 

Ca* the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca* tbem whare the heather grows, 
Ca* them whare the bumie rowes, 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark, the mavis* eveninff sang 
Sounaing Clouden's woods amang ; 
Tben a raulding let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the yowes, &c. 

We*ll gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro* ttie hazeU a^Teadlsv^ mde, 
O'er the \»aveR üwit w^^i ^^ 
To the moon aae cVe^iVi« 
Ca* the yo^e», ^<i- 
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Yonder Chmden's silent towera, 
Wbere at moonshine mid night hoaiSy 
0*er the dewy bending flowen, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 
Ca' the yowes, kc. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thoa fear : 
Thoa'rt to love and heaven sae diear, 
NoQght of ill may come thee near, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the yowes, &c. 

Fair and lovely as thoa art, 
Thoa liast stown my very heart ; 
I can die— but canna part, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the yowes, &c. 



SHE SAY8 8HE LO'ES ME BEST OF ' 
TüNB— " OnagVt Water-falir 

Sab flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eye-brows of a darker hae, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue, 
Her smiling sae wyling, 

Wad maice a wretch forget bis woe ; 
What pleasure, what treas^re, 

Unto those rosv Ups to grow : 
Sach was my Cbloriä' bonnie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw, 
And ay my Chloris' deareat c\\«i.txfi^ 

8J!i0 fays she lo'es me be«\. ol «? . 



fi0*3 BüBirs' pösiiji. 

Like harmony her motion ; - 

Her pretty tnele b a spy , - 

Betrayuig (mir pfoportkm, 

Waa makfl a saint forget tha iky.. 
Sae warming, n« charmuig, ;* -'-^■^ 

Her faultieM form and graeefii' afr'; '^ ' 
Ilk featare--ftnld Katore ^ - 

Declar*«! that ahe conld do naainall^^ 
Her's are the wiUing chains o* loTe, 

By conqaering beaaty'a ao?ereigi| law t 
And ay my Cbloris' deareat ehartf, ' ' ■ ' 

She says she lo'es me best of a*. 

Let others love the dty» 

And gaudy ahew at suiifiy aoon { - 
Qie me the lonely Talley, 

The dewy ev^ and rtsing moon 
Fair beaming, and ttreaming» 

Her silver light the bongha aimaiig $ 
WhUe falling, reealling, 

The amorous thrush concindea her sang : 
There, dearett Chlorb, wilt tbou iQ^re 

By wimpling bum fund leafy abaw. 
And hear my vows o' tmth and love» 

To say thoa Io*es me best of a* t 



LASSIE WI' THE LINT-WHITE LOCK8. 
TUNB -" BothemurchK» JUoHt.*' 

CHORUS. 

Lassib wi* the lint-white loekfy 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 
Wilt tbou tent wl' me the flock» ? 

Wiltthoubem9dieax\»0\ S. 

Now natare deeds tb» ft»w«3 Mül^ 
And a' is young and »weetm» voaa v 
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^ wüt ibon «iMune its joys wi' me. 
And Mj thoatt be my dmie O ? 
LaMie wi', &c. 

And when the welcome siininer-showfr 
Ha8 cheer'd ilk droopini^ little flower, 
We'II to the breäthing woodbine bower 
At sulü7 noon, my dearie O. 
Laasie wi', &c. 

When Cynthia lighU, wi' silver ray, 
The wearv shearer's hameward way ; 
Tbro' yelfow waving fields we'Il stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie O. 
Lassie wi', &c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Distnrbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enc1a»ped to my faithfa' breast, 
111 comfort thee, my dearie O. 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 
Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocksf 

Wilt thoa be my dearie O? 



FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 

Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hanss bis head, and a' thet ; 
The cowaro-slave, we pass him by, 

And dare be poor for a' that. 
Por a' that, and a' that, 

Our toils obscure, and a' that, 
The ranlc is but the guinea's stamp, 

The man's tlie gowd for «i.* \^«x« 



Ye tee jon birbie c*'d « lonl, 

Wba atruts, and (Um, am 
Tbo' IiDiulradi Toribip ai bU 

He'i bat a coor for a' tbat ; 
Por ■■ tbat, uid •' ibat, 

Hii TibanÜ, star, snd s* tha 
Hie man af iiidependant mim 

He lookj and IuiibIii at w,' 1 



Than Ist lu pray, tliat come i 
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SONG. 

TüNB— <' Let meinthitae Night/' 

O LASsiB, art thou Bleepiiur yet I 
Or art thoa wakin% I would wit ? 
For love bas boand me, hand and tootf 
And I would iain be in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

O let m« in this ae night, 

Tbis ae, ae, ae night ; 
For pity's sake this ae night, 

O rise and let me in, jo. 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae Star blinks thro' the driving sieet ; 
Tak pity on roy weary feet. 
And sliield me frae the rain, Jo. 
O let me in, &c. 

The bitter blast that round rae blaws 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's ; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause. 
Of a' my grief and pain, jo» 
O let me in, &c. 



HER ANSWER. 

O TELL na me o* wind and rain ! 
Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain ! 
Gae back the gate ye cam again, 
I winna let you in, jo. 



CHORUS. 



I teil you now this ae night, 
This ae, ae, ae night ; 
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And anee for a' this ae niglit, 
I winna let you in, jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hoora, 
Tbat round the pathless wand'rer pouriy 
Is noQght to what poor she endnrea, 
Thars tmsted faithleaa man, Jo. 
I teil you now, kc, 

The fiweetest flower that deek'd the meady 
Now trodden Ilke the vilest weed ; 
Let simple maid the leston read, 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 
I teil yoa now, &e. 

The bird that charm'd the snmmer-day, 
Is now the cruel fowler*s prey ; 
Let witless, trustug, woman, say 

How aft her fate^ the same, jo. 

* I teil you now, &c. 



CALEDONIA. 
TuNB— " HumouTt qf Gieru" 

Th eir groves o' sweet royrtle let foreijoilands reckoo, 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the perfume, 

Far dearer to me yon lone fflen o' green breckan, 
Wi' the biirn stealing under the fang yellow broom. 

Far dearer to rae are von hurable broom bowers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk Iowlv ntiseen : 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild nowers, 
A Usteuing the Vmnet, &U N«^vAe:T% tgl^ S«ssu 

Tho' rieh is the breeze itv Ü\e\t ve,«^n ««siwj n^^^%. 
And cauld Caledonia'a b\aÄt ovi \\\e^«s^^ 
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Their ■weei - jcan tod modlaadf that akirt thc proiid 

Hfnat aie tiwy?— The hAont of tlie tyrant and 
•kvef 

Tbe slftTe*» tfdej foretti,tiid gold-lral»Uiiig fonntainsy 
The braye CMedoaian fiewt witb diBdmin ; 

He wenden es free es tbe winde of bis monntains, 
BftTe loTe's willing fetten, tbe efaarms oi bis Jeen« 



SONG. 
Tmf H— <*3^U« UnomyaiM Htnue,^ 

OBORVB. 

O THis b no my ein leaiie. 

Fair tbo* tbe lanie be: 
O weel ken I my ein lerne» 

Kfaid loTe ie fai ber ee. 

I See a fonn, I aee a ftiee, 
Ye weel may wi' tbe fairest place : 
It wanta, to me, tbe witebfaig gnoe, 
Tbe kiod love tbat'a fai ber ee. 
O tbii it no, &e. 

Sbe'a bonde, bloondng, atnifrb^ and fall. 
And lang bas bad my iieart bk torall ! 
And eye it ebanns my Tery sanl, 
TbeKind lore thaf s fai ber ee. 
O tbia is no, Aks. 

A tbief aae pawkie la my Jean, 
To ateal a blink, by a' unteen ; 
Botffleg es light as lovers' een, 
Wben knid loTe is in tbe ee. 
O tfals la no, &e. 



SCOTTISH BALLJi. 






■■ -i 



TuNB— <' The Lothian LtL 

Last May a braw wooer cam down 
And sair wi' his love he did deave 

I 8aid there was naethin^i: I hated lil 
Tlie deuce gae wi'm, to believe me, 
The dcuce gae wi'm, to l>elieve mc 

He 8pak o' the darts in mv bonnie b 
And vow'd for my love Le was dyi 

I Said he miffht die when he liked, f 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for I 
The Lord forgie mc for lying ! 

A weel-stocked mailen, himsel for t 
And marriuge aff-hand, were his | 

I never loot on that I kenn'd it, or < 
Bat thooght I might hae waur of 
But thought I inight hae waur tA 
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Ai^^. «Im tat ■» iM Mut tofir WM tWi^ 



I gkuwt^d M ra Mao m wn x laAf a mrloek, 
I glowr'd M lU MM « varisds. 



Bot owre my left thonflier I gM Um m blink, 
I^ett neebcMS mjght ttcf I wm mxüfj ; 

Xy wooer he eapeiM m WdliMn In dnnk, 
And Yow'd I wm bii denr hmii». deur T 
Andvow'dIwMUi' ~ ' 



I spio^d for M^ Murin fbf wvffaj nd «raety 
uin she had Teoorer'd hör hMmj 

And how her new thoon llt her anld thnckl't feet. 
Bat, heav*M I how he feO a eweiarln', a swearin' 
Bat,hfltt?te! howhefenaewearin'. 

He bened^ ibr Ckidefake I I wad be his wife, 
Or ebe I wad kUl him wl* Mrrow : 

80 e'en to p f ea a rf a the noor bedy hi life, 
I ihhik I fluum wad hlai tOHBotrow, to-morrow, 
I thiak iMtn wad hka to-inoRow. 



HEY FOR A LABd WF A TOCHER. 

Tnm— ^ BaümnfioiM oro.** 

AwA wP year witahenft o^ beaaMi alarma, 
The flender bit beanty yoa grMpln yonr arms ; 
O, gie me the hwa that bu aer« o* cnarms, 
O, gie me the laM wf the weel-atoekit fanns. 

OBOBVa. 

Theo bey, Ibr a )am wf a toeher, then hey, for a 

lass wi' a tocher, 
Then liey, fiir a laäi wi' a toeher; the oice yellow 

gnineat ibr nt. 
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Your beauty*8 a flower, in the morning that blovi, 
And withera the faster, the fester it firows ; 
But the raptnrooB charm o' the bönnie green knowei, 
Ilk spring they'renew deckit wi' bonnie white yowei. 
Then hey, &c. 

And e'en when tliis beauty yonr bosom haa blest, 
The brightest o* beauty may cloy when nossest ; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi* Oeordie impnst, 
The langer ye hae them— the mair they're carest 
Then hey, &c. 



SONG. 
Tun E— " Here's a health to them that*$ atoa, hinen* 

CHORUS. 

Hbre's a health to ane I lo'edear, 

Hcre's a health to ane I lo'e dear ; 

Tliou art sweet as the smlle when fond loyen meet, 

And soft as their partlng tear— Jessy ! 

Alt ho' thou mann never be mine, 

Altho' even hope is denied, 
'Tis sweeter fbr tnee despairing, 

Than aaght in the world beside— Jessy ! 
Here's a heulth, &c. 

I moum thro' the gay, gaudy day, 
As, hopeless, I niuse on thy charms, 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then I ara lockt iu thy arms— Jessy ! 
Here's a health, &;c. 

T guess by the dear angel-smile, 
I guess by tbe\oNft-To\\vcv^eft.*, 

grinst fÄe-4 M\ «^^-^ «.«.««-^«-»x 
Herc'a a \ieaUu, 5ti- 
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THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. fg7 . 

CHORUS. \>/ 

lowiR lassie, will ye go, wÜl ye ao, will ye go, 
ionnie lassie, will ye go to the fiirks of Aberfeldy ? 

Now simmer blinks on floweiy braes, 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays, 
Come let us spend lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnic lassie, kc, 

While o*er their heads the hazels hing, 
'he little birdies blithely sing, 
Jr llghtly fiit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy, 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa*8, 
The foaroing stream deep-roaring fa's, 
O'erhung wi' fragront spreading sliaws, 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi* flowiTs, 
White o*er the linns the buniie poiirs, 
And rising weets wi' misty showers» 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, 5cc. 

Let fortnne's gifts at random flee, 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Snpremely blest wi' love and thee, 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, &c. 
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BLITHB WAS 8HB. 
^ ■ QHOBUB- 

Bltthb, tlitlnwid nurry was «bei 
BUtbe WM mä Imt uid ben ; 

Blithe bv the beiAu of Bin. 
And bütlie in aientnrit gien. 

By Oagbtertjve fO^mB fbe tfk, 
On Yanrow baqkf , the UÄen shaw , 

But Pbemie was a bonnl^ lass 
Then braes o' Yafrow CTer saw. 
Blithe, &c. 

Her looks were like a flower in Alay, 
Her smile was like a simmer moiii, 
le tripp'd by the banks of Em 
As lignt's a bird upon a thorn. 
Blithe, &c. 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evenins^ sun was ne'er sac sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's ee. 
Blithe, &c. 

The Highland hüls I've wandernd wide^ 
And o'er the Lowlanda I hae been ; 

But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blithe, &c. 



SONG. 

Tu NB—** My Lodging it on the «AA qproxmiaj^ 

My Chloris, mark \\ow gt^feii i\ie ^g^'««*. 
The primrose banks Aion« \ait \ 



SStt»' VOVHB, 

et» Ulm; tflBt Rinke UNflomn, 
And «an Ol >•*■> M^ 



To ihepberda u ta klngs. 

Let raliutrela »weep tlie »Itüfii' «trteg 

iDlordly lightly ba': 
nie Bhepherd stop» hia aimplft reed, 

Blillit, in tbc birken ab&v. 

nie jirincely revpl iiiav »uriey 

Oar TiHtJc diDce wr «Mm ; 
Bot are Uier« bwrU M üeIi* ■■ """ 

Beneath tfae mllk-white tbatn t 

Tbe tbcpherd. tu ths Smivrj glm. 
In ihepheid'i plirsM i^ «00 : 

Tfae eoDTtier telli m fiiwr tale, 
Bat i> liii b«art m traa T 

niese wOd-wDod flawen FTt po'd, to deck 

nial tpaOan brcMt o" thinet 
The eomtien' gew wy vlMeM Iot*— 



I LOTE mr JBAIT, 
Tiriis— " Hin Aditnt«I Owdm/» Slralhtpty.' 
Ov k' flu iOiti tbi wind ean hl««, 

IdettljIikotlMvert, 
FoT then Um bomila luae livei, 

niaki^Ik'-obeit: 
TiMce «lld «oods jp 



IlMce «lld «oods frew,aDd rii 
And Mon; • kfllbttVMB} 
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ButdavandniglitmjittNT^ffiglll '.*' 

I see ber in fhe dewy flsiMm, 

I see her iweet inlliilr : 
I hear her in tte toMAi' bM«, 

I hear her ehum tfae «ir : 
Tbere's not a bonnle flonor thnt Bffiti 

By foimtaln ahB«,' or neetty 
Thei^s not m ho«nie UrdTibnliiim. 

Bat mbide aa «P aj JT« 



WILUS BRSWD A.PBCK (VJIUW 

O, WiLUB tirenf'd a fiisk V ana^i t :^ . " 
And Bob and AUan eaä to eee; 

Three blithtf hearti Oat bateg^iMii * 
YewadnafindfaiChilrtndle^ ^^ 

We aie na ibn, wete na tibat fSaap 

Bat jost a mpple fn onr ee ; 
Tbe cock may craw, tfae day may daw» 

And eye we*U taste the Mrley bne. 

Hera are we met, three nMrry boye, - 
Three merry boys I trow are tve ; 

And mony a night we*re mernr beeSy 
And mony mae we hope lo oe I 
We are na fon, dcc 

It is the moon, I ken her hom, 
That's blinking hi the Uft sae Urii ; 

She shines sae Imght to whyle ns aaaWf 
But by my eooth, sheOl mit a waal 
Wearenafionilcic* 

WTiat first ahtU itoa \p «« «Ji 



k 
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Wha last beBide bis chair shall fa\ 
He is the kin^; amang us three ! 
We are na fbu, &c 



TAM ÖLEN. 

Mt beart is a breaking, dear Tittie, 
Some coonsel uato me oome len', 

To anger tbem a' is a pityj 

Bat what will I do wi' "nun Ölen ? 

I*m thinking, wi' sie a braw fellow, 
In poortith I might mak a fen'; 

Wbat care I in ricnes to wallow, 
If I manna marry Tarn Glen 7 

There's Lowrie tbe laird o* Dnimeller, 
<< Gude day to vou, brate/' he coraes ben ; 

He brags and he blaws o* his siUer, 
Bat when wiU he dance like Tarn Qlen T 

My ininnie does constantly deave roe, 
And bids me beware o' young men; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me ; 
But wha can think sae o' Tarn Glen 7 




O wha will I get bat Tarn Glen ? 



Yestreen at the Valentine's dealing, 
My beart to roy raou gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane withoot failing, 
And thrice it was written, Tarn Glen. 

Tbe last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-eleeve aa '^a k.«Ok\ 
17 X 



lo'e dcarly. Tun Glen. 



oungIa«9ie, wtiatBhftllaTOnDgluuB, : 


t-oun; \n3>it do nl' an snid mut 


le nennic ttiat tempted my mbuiil 


wr JciLny tbr «Her an' lan' r 


c un tLc iwiiuie, iic. 


■tüplpeniu' fiae momin' to e'miiii', 


1 lie liirulLS llie wcarj- day (eng; 


<i 


l,e;s duiin, bis ülaid it ü froien, 
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O FOR ANE A^D TWENTY, TAM ! 
TüNB— " The Moudiewori.*' 

CHORUS. 

An' O, for ane and twenty, Tarn ! 

An' hey, sweet ane and Wenty, Tarn ! 
1*11 learn my kin a rattlin san 



"5l 

,Tai 



And I saw ane and twenty, Tarn. 

They snool me sair, and haud me down, 
And gar me look Uke bluntie, Tarn , 

£nt three sfaort years will soon wheel ronn% 
And tfaen comes ane and twenty, Tarn ! 
An' O, for ane, &c. 

A ^leib o' lan', a clant o' g^) 

Was left me my auntie, Tarn; 
At kith or kin I need na spier, 

An' I saw ane and twenty. Tarn. 
An' O, for ane, &c. 

Tbeyll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 
Tho' I mysel' hae plenty, Tarn ; 

But hear'st thou, laddie, there's my loof, 
l'm thine at ane and twenty, Tarn ! ' 
An' O, for ane, &c. 



THE BANKS O' DOON. 

Ye banks and bracs o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ; 

How can ye cbant, ye little birds, 
And I sae weary, fu' o' care ! 

Thoalt break my beart, thou warbliu^ hvcd^ 
That wantons tlwo' l\kft^«^«^a%^^«^*- 




* . ' ' 1 


.•■': ' 




• ,. 1 


tl!. 


p.. i 


l 


• 1 


-5 
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Wi' lightsome heart I pa'd a nm 
Fu' sweet apon its toomy tree 

And my faase lover »tole my ros 
But ah ! he left die thom wi' i 



SIC A WIFE AS WILUI 

Willi B Wastle dwalt on Tweed 
The spot they ca'd it Linkunuj 
WUlie was a wabster g^id, 

Coa'd stown a clae wi' onie bc 

He had a wife was door and din 

O Tinkler Maggie was her mil 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a batton fbr he 

She has an ee, she has bat ane, 
The cat has twa Üie very com 
' 1_ Five rasty teetb, forbye a stnnif 

^* A clanner tonerue wad deava i 
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Auld bandrant by the ingle sits, 

An' wi' her loof her face a-washin' ; 
Bat Willie*8 wife is nae sae trig, 

ri'ah 



She dights her ffnmzie wi' a nashion ; 
Her walie nieyes like nidden-creels, 

Her face wad fyle the Logan- Water ; 
Sic a wife as'Willie had, 
I wad na g^ a batton for her. 



WILT THOU BE MY DE ARIE? 

WiLT fhou be my dearie ? 

When sorrows wrings thv gentle heart, 
O wilt thou let me chcer thee ? 

By the treasure of my soul^ 
And that's the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and tow, that only thou 
8hall ever be my dearie, 

Only thou, I twear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

lASsie, say thou lo'es me ; 

Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 
Say na thoult refuse me ; 

If it winna, cannfi be, 
Thou for thine may choote me ; 

Let me lassie. qaickly die, 
Trusting that tnou lo'es me. 

LaMie, kt me quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



SHE'S FAIR AND PAUSE. 

Shb*8 fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang ; 
8he*s brokefl her vow, she*» OFokeu \ck'$ VnrasN. 

Aad 1 may e'en gae Yvaiv^. 



To this De never umtu, 
Nae ferUe 'tis tho' fickle she prov 

A woman hast by kind : 
O woman lovely, woman fair ! 
An anirel form's faun to thy shan 
Twad been o*er meikle to gien th 

I mean an angel mind. 



; w 



i 



O, WAT YE WHA'8 IN YC 

O, WAT ye wlia's in yon town, 
Ye see the e*enin' san upon? 

T)ie fairest dame*s in yon town, 
Tbat e'enin' sun is shining on 

Now haply down yon gay g^reei 

Slie wanden by yon spreadini 

How blest ye flowers tliat roiuK 




BUBNS' POB1C8. 

Withont my lore, Dot a' the channs 
O' Paradise could yield me joy ; 

Bat gie me Lucy in my anns, 
And welcome Lapland'n dreary sky« 

My cave wad be a lover's bower ; 

Tho' raging winter rent the air 
And she a lovely little flower, 

Tbat I wad tent and shelter there. 

sweet is she In yon town, 

Yon sinkinz sun's gane down upon ; 
A fairer than s in yon town 
His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

If anffry fate is swom my foe. 
And suffering I am doom'd to bear , 

1 careless quit all eise below, 

But §paie me, spare me Lacy dear. 

For wbile lifo's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thoaght frae her shall ue'er depart. 

And she— es fairest is her form ! 
She has the truest, kindest heart. 



THE RED, RED ROSE. 

O, MT luTe's like a red, red rose, 
Thafs newiy sprang in Jane : 

O, my lave's like the melodie 
That's sweetly play'd in tone. 

As fair art thoa, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in luve am I : 
And l will luve thee still, my dear« 

Till a' the Beaa ^\% ^t^ « 



bcrbb' pobmb. 

IS gwiR diy, ray dear, 

-' eltKl'thesan: 

1, my dear, 
D'lifeBballran. 

»1, lU]' onlv lara! 
weel, B wbjla ! 
Bgaia, my lave, 
n thogsond mÜG. 



SONG OF DEATH. 



tdtojoin'itithefollomng Song. 
tliou fair day, thon ^reen eutb, ud ya 

ritli Ihe brigbt setting su 
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IMITATION OF AN OLD JACO 

Bt yon Castle wa' at the close o' the • 
I heard a man sing, tho* his head it w 
And as he was singing, the tears fiast 
Therell neyer be peaoe tili Jamie con 

The chnrch b in ruins, the State is in ; 
Delosions, oppressions, and murderoui 
We dare na weel say't, but we ken wl 
There'li never be peace tili Jamie com 

My seven braw sons fbr Jamie drew s 
And now I greet round their green be 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faitbfu' 
There'll never be peaee tili Jamie com 

Now life is a bürden that bows me do 
Sin' I tint my baims and he tint his c 
Bat tili my bist moments my words a 
There'U nerer be peace tili Jamie com 



TO HART IN HBAVE 

Thov lingering star, with less'ning 
Thon lov'st to greet the early moi 

Amin thou osherst in the day 
My Mary from my soul was tom. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of bUssful resi 
8ee*8t thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that reue 

That taered hoar can I forget, 
Can I forget the ViaWoW^ ^tos^^ 



e fraanii 



srnity wUl not effaee. 

rbow rpL-ordA dear of trwiBports past; 

■f imaee at cur last emhnicc ; 

tb ! little tliDugbt Ire 'Wu aur last ! 

r, gnrgting kiBa'd bis pebbled Bhnre, 
"" ' - with wildwooiia, tliiclt'riiiig, gt 
bireh, and bawtliom hoar, 
'roas round the nptm'd scene. 

« flowBTS Bprans waoton to be prest 
rbe birda eung löge oa eter; >pray, 

I loa, too 9Doa, the ßlowini; we&t, 
froclaiiD'd tbe »jided t>f winged daj. 

II o'er tlieae Bcenea my mem'ry wakea, 
find tondly brood» «Llb mi'mr care ! 
ne bnt th' jmpresBiun dceper inake«, 
As streama ibeir channele deeper vnat. 
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I hae nothing to lend, 
ni borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody's lord, 

I'II be slaye to naebody ; 
I hae a Gpiid braid sword, 

111 tak donts frae naeoody ; 

111 be merrv and free, ^ 

111 be sad for naebody ; 
If naebody care for me, 

111 care for naebody. 



TO MARY. 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave old Scotia's shore? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th* Atlantic*s roar ? 

sweet grows the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a' the cnarms o' the Indiea 
Can never equal thine. 

1 hae 8wom by the heavens to my Mary, 
I hae swom by the heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow ! 

O plight me yonr faith, my Mary, 
And plight me yoar lily-white band ; 

O pliifht me your'faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave SeoWa^^ %\x«cA^ 



BON HIB LESLEY. 



w ye bonnie Lcaley, 
Blie gaed o'tr tbe berder ! 
gaiie, like Alexander, 
t,pre:ul her conqueats (Utliei 


eherhtolDTeber, 
(i lov« but her for eter ; 
DHture made her whiit she ia 
ilne'ermaiiealoaniüier; 


art a qaeen, ftir Lealey, 

y siibJMU we, befare tbee : 
art divine, Ihlr Lvi]ey. 
•1 hvarta o' raen adnre thea. 
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MARY MORISON. 
TuNB— << Bide ye jfet:* 

Hart, at thy window be, 

It is the wish'd, the trytteid hour, 
Those smiles and glances let me »ee, 

Tbat make the miser's treasure \yno\ 
How blithely wad I hide the stoare^ 

A weerv slave frae son to son : 
Could I toe rieh reward secore, 

The lovely Mary Moriaon. 

Testreen when to the tremblinff fttring 
The dance g^aed thro* tiie lighted ha 

Fo thee my fancy took its wiDg, 
I sat, bat neitber heard nor saw : 

Tho' thiR was fair, and that was braw 
And von the tonst of a' the town, 

1 sigh'd, and said amang them a\ 
*< Ye are na Mary Morison." 

O Mary, canst thon wreck bis peace, 

Wha tor thy sake wad gladly die? 
Or canst thou break that neart of bis, 

Wbase only fiiut is loving thee? 
If love for k>ve thon wilt na gie, 

At least be pity to me shown : 
A thonght un^entle canna be 

Hie thoaght o' Mary Morlson. 



SONG. 

TuNB— " Liggeram Coih/* 

Blithb hae I been on yon hÜl^ 
As the lamba \>e{oT« tba \ 
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Careless ilka thoaght and free, 
As the breeze flew o'er me : 

Now nae longer sport and play, 
Mirth or san^ can pleaae rae ; 

Lesley is sae fair and coy, 
Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, lieavy, is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Tirembling, I dow nocht but glow'r, 

Sighing, damb, despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thraws. 

In my bosom swelling, 
Undemeath the grass-green sod, 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



BONNIE JEAN. 

There was a lass, and she was fair, 
At kirk and market to be seen, 

When a' the fairest maids were met, 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And aye she wrought her roammie's wark, 
And aye she sang sae merrilie ; 

The blühest bird apon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will roh the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Yonng Robie was t\ve \jto.n«^i lad, 
The flower and pnAe o^ «J xXv^ ^«a.-. 

And he had owsen, aheev>^"^^^^^> 
And wanton nalgies tiuve ot \ätu 
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He gaed xvV Jeanie to the tryste, 
He danced vrV Jeanie on tue do\ 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 
Her heart was tint, her peace ^ 

As in the bosom o* the stream, 
The moonbeani dwells at.dewy < 

So trembling, pure, was tender JO' 
Within the breast o' bonnie Jeai 

And now she works her mammie*i 
And aye she sighs wi' care and 

Yet wist na what her ail might be 
Or what wad make her weel ag 

But did na Jeanle's heart loap lig 
And did na joy blink in her ee, 

As Robie tauld a tale o' love, 
As e'eing on the lily lea ? 

The snn was sinking in the west, 
The bird sang sweet in ilka gro 

His cheek to her's he fondly prest 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' h 

** O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear; 

O canst thou tbink to fancy me 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's 

And leam to tent the farms wi' 

*' At bam or byre thou shalt na d 
Or naething eise to trouble the< 

But stray amang the heather bell 
And tent the waving corn wi' n 

Now what eould artless Jeanie de 
She had. nae will to nay him na 

At length she blusb'd a sweet coxm 
And love was a^e Yiex.'^evcv V^ 



n TiBBiB, I liae secn the daj 

Por lack o' gear ye lightly m 
^°bÄw^^' 1 care na by. 

Yestreen I «fft youon Jie^^^ 

^ ßl^fient a hajr care I, 
O Tibbie, I hae, acc. 

Idoubtna,la89,butyemayt 
Becaiweyenaethenameo^ 
Thatyecanpleasetneajew 

Whene'er ye bke to try. 
O Tibbie, I bae, «c. 

R.it sorrow tak bim tbat's Bfl 
A}."»V" :«". «nv saucv Queei 
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Tho' nardly he for sense or lear 
Be better than the k3'e. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak ray ad vice, 
Yoar daddie'8 gear maks you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier your price, 
Were ye as poor as I. 
O libbie, I hae, &c. 

There llves a lass in yonder park, 
I wad na gie lier in her sark, 
For thee wl' a' thy thonsand mark ; 
Ye need na look sae high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 



SONG. 
TuNB— " Fee him, Father,* 

Tuou hast left me ever, Jaroie, 

Thou hast left me i^ver. 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie» 

Thou hast left me ever. 
Aften hast thou vow'd that death 

Only should us sever ; 
Now thou*8t left thy lass for aye,- 

I roaun sce thee never, Jamie, 
I'U See thee never. 

Thou hast mc forsaken, Jamie, 

Tliou hast me forsaken, 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken, 
Thou canst love anither jo, 

While my heart is breaking: 
Soon my weary een 1*11 close,^ 

Never mair to Nva^^ecv^^vcBAA« 
Ne*er malt lo \9«2i&«su 
17 Y 
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FAIR JENNY. 
TuNE— " Saw ye my Father,^ 

WnSRE are the joys I have met in the momiogy 
That danc'd to tb€ lark's early Mmg? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand'ring, 
At evening the wild Woods emong? 

No raore a winding the coarse of yoti river, 
And roarking sweet flow'rets so fair ; 

No raore I trace tlie light footsteps of pleasare, 
But sorrow and sad sighiog care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our Valleys, 

And grim, sarly winter is near ? 
No, no, the bees hamminff round the gay rose« 

Proclaim it the pride of the year. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to dlscover, 
Yet lon^, long too well have I known ; 

All that lias caused this wreck in my bosom 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny, idone. 

Time cannot aid me, my grief« are immortal, 
Nor hope dare a comfort bestow ; 

Come then, enamour'd and fond of my angubh 
Enjoyment I'll seek in my wo. 



SONG. 

TüNB— " To Janet." 

HusB A."!S"D, Vv\3A\iwA, ^»Aa« Y<*ar strife, 
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** One of two xnuat still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Is it man or woroan, say, 

My Bpoüse, Nancy V 

If 'tis still tbe lordly word, 

Service and obedience ; 
1*11 desert my sov^reisni kiid, 

And 80, good bye ulegiance ! 

'* Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Yet I'U try to make a sbÜt, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

My poor heart then break it must, 
My lost hofu* Tni near It ; 

Wben you lay me in tfae dnst, 
Tbink, think how you will bear it. 

" I will bope and trast in Heav'n, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Strengtn to bear it will be gi?en, 
. My spoase, Nancy." 

Well, sir, from tbe silent dead, 
Still- 1*11 try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnigbt bed 
Horrid sprites sball haunt you. 

** 111 wed another, like my dear 

Nancy, Nancy. 
Tben all bell will fly for fear, 

My spouse Nan^y." 



For, ob ! her Unely ni^U i 
And, oh ! her dreanw an 

And,DhI her wldow'd h«Br 
ThBC'i abient ba« bei dM 



How »lowly ye moie, ye he»»; 

The Jnyleu da; how dreuy 
It uraa aa lae je iiUnted bj 

Wben I wu wi' my deaiia. 
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From peacefal slnmber sbe arose, 
Oirt on her niantle and her hose, 
And o'er the ilow'ry mead she goes, 
Th6 youthfal, charming Chloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely was she by the dawn, 
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tiipphng o'er the pearly lawn, 
The youthfal, charming Chloe. 

The feather'd people you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree. 
In notes of sweetest melody 

They hail the charming Chloe. 
Till, painting gay the eastem skies, 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Out-rivaird by the radiant eyes 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she, &c. 



SONG. 

TuNE— "iwTwp* o' Pudding.** 

)ONTBNT£D wi' llttle, and cantie wi' mair, 
V'hen'er I forpither wi' sorrow and care, 
jrie tliem a skelp as they're creeping alang, 
NV a cog o' gnid swats, and an auld Scottish sang. 

whyles daw the elbow o' troublesome tliought ; 
3ut man is a sodger, and llfe is a faught : 
dy mirth and good humour are coin in ray poucli, 
knd my freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare 
touch. 

i towmood o* trouble, should that be roy fa\ 
i night o'guid fellowship S0Nv\^ex%\\.^ \ 
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lord ia — " Welcome, ud irelcome agu 



THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY KAI 
Tdsb— " floy» iryi.' 



T ihoD leare nie thus, my KatjT 
tliou lea.a me thus. mj K«tyl 




I 
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While birds warble welcome in ilka ^een sbaw ■, 
But to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 

The snawdrap and primrose our woodlands adorn, 
And violets bathe in tbe weet o' the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o' Nannie— aud Nannie's awa. 

Thou lav'rock that Springs free thedewsof the lawi 
The shepherd to warn o* the grey-breakinir da>vn, 
And thon, mellow mavis« that hails the night fu/ 
Give over for pity— my Nannie's awa. 

Corae, Aatumn, sae pensive, in yellow and grey, 
And sooth me wi' tidings o' Nature's decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-drivina: snaw, 
Alane can delight me — now Nazmie's awa. 



SONG. 

TuNE— " luiddie, lie near me.** 

TwAS na her bonnie bjue ee was my ruin ; 
Fair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoing : 
Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
'Twas the bewltching, sweet stown glanceo' khiduef 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair mann abide me, 
But tho' feil fortune should fate us to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I'm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plightea me love o' the dearest ! 
And thou'rt the angel that never can altar. 
Sooner the sun in Uia moüou '?iQ^)^^ l«ki\Kt« 



Will tJiou lay thät tia 
And imileas tbou i 

Pull well thoD kboiT'Bt I k 

ConIdM thaa to malice len 

O, did not tove eickim, " 

" Nor DKC a feitliful lov« 

Faireit raaid, &c. 
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The birdies dowie raoaning, 

Shall a* be blithely singing, 

And every flower be springiqg, 
Sae IUI rejoice the lee-lang day, 

When, by bis migbtly warden, 
My youth'8 return'd to fair Strathgpey, 

And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 



WHERE, BRAYING ANGRY WINTER'S ST0RM9. 
ruNB— " y. Qoto*s Lamentation for Abercairny,** 

Whbrb, braving angry winter's stormsy 

The loft^ Ochels rise, 
Far in their sbade my Fege's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes. 
As one who, by some savage stream 

A lonely gem surveys, 
AstoniähM, doubly marks its beam, 

With art's most polish'd blaze. 

Blest be the wild sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour, 
Where Peggy's charms I first survey'd, 

When firat I feit their pow*r ! 
The tyrant Death, with grim control, 

May seize my fleeting breath ; 
Bat tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 



THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 
The flowers decay*d on Catrine lea ; 

Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green, 
Bat nature sicken'd ou x\\« &^. 



i 




Ve blrdl«» duinb. In with'rii 
Anita ye'Il cluriq tlie io< 

Buttere, alas ! for me ose 
Shall blrdie charni, or flgi 

Farewtei tii« bonaie banki i 
Fareweel, fareweel ! swse 



P4HEWEJ,L THOD 
FAitEWELi, tfaou ttreua tbit 

Around Eliza'B dwellinj 1 
O mBin'ry ! spare tha crnel thr 

Within my bosom swelllng; 
Cüudemn'd to drag a bop6l«M 

And yet in secret liingaUh, 

Nor dare iliecloBe my an'gnlil 
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I saw thine eyes, yet notliiag fear^d, 
Till fear» no pore had sav'd me ; 

The unwary sailor thus aghast, 
The wheelmg torrent viewing ; 

'Mid circling horrors sinks at uist 
In OTerwhelming ruin. 



JOHN ANDERSON. 
TuNB— " John Anderson my w.* 

JoH^ Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent ; 
Your locks were like the raven, 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now yoar brow is beld, John, 

Yoar locks are like the snaw : 
Bat blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi* ane anither : 
But we maun totter down, John, 

But band in band well go ; 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 



A ROSE-BÜD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

TuNB— " The Rose-biid:* 

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk. 
Adown a com-inclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny sialk, 
Au on a dew^ moroiu^. 



Ttae dew rat ctiilly on her tu 
8u early In the mnrnins. 



Tbc piide, the pleaanre o* tli 

Amaag the freab arem leaT< 

Awake tiie sarly momiDg 

So thou, dear bird, ymiag 3 
On trembling striDK ur loca 
SliBÜ eweetly pajr Ihe teodt 

Th&t tents tta; early man 
So thou an est rose-bud, yoi 
Shall beaoteon« blaie npöa 
Arn) bless tbe pxreat'i eveni 

Thal natcli'd the eady m 

TUE JOYFUL W: 
TUNB— "jVaffiwi 
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At length from me her coune she stcfer'd, 

And eone I know not wbither : 
Would I coold gvLeaSf I do profess, 

I speak, and do not fiatter, 
Of all the women in the world, 

I never coold come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well. 

A handsome grave does hide her, 
fiat sare her soul is not in hell, 

The deil would ne'er abide her, 
( rather think she is aloft, 

And imitatinff thander ; 
For why, — methinks I hear her voice 

Tearing the clouds asunder. 



FAIR ELIZA. 
A Gaelic Air» 

Ttrn again, thoa fair Eliza ; 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rae on tliy despairing lover ! 

Canst tbou break bis faithfu' lieart ^ 
Tarn again, thoa fair Eliza ; 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendshlp's kind disguise * 

Tbee, dear roaid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thoa wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine would gladly die ? 
While the llfe beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe ; 
Tum again, thou lovely malden, 

Ae sweet smile on meX^e^Xw. 



K«»n9 th« pleaflure, feeh the rn] 
Tliut thy presence gies to nie 



THE PARTING KISi 

Jockbt's ta'cn the parting kh 
O'er the mountains he » guri 

And ^vith hini is a' my blisfi, 
Naught but ^riefs with me r 

Spare my luve, ye winds that l 
Plashy sleets'and beatiog ra 

Spare my luve, thoa feathery » 
Drifting o'er tlie frozen plaiu 

When the shades of evening cri 
O'cr the day's fair, gladRome 

Sound and safcly may he sleep, 
Swectly biithü bis waukenin^ 



TT «11 «1 • -»- -. 
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Wearying Heaven in wann devot 
For his weel where*er he be. 

Hope and fears alternate billow 
Yielding late to Natnre's law ; 

WhispMng spirits round my pillon 
Talk of him that's far awa. 

Ye whom sorrow never wonnded, 
Ye who never shed a tear, 

Care<antroubled, joy-surrounded, 
Oaady day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me, 
Downy sieep, the curtain draw ; 

Spirits lund, again attend me, 
Talk of him that's far awa ! 



LORD GREGORY. 

O HIBK, mirk is this midnight hour. 
And loud the tempest's roar ; 

A waefu* wanderer seeks thy tow*r, 
Lord Gregory ope thy door. 

An exile frae her father's ha', 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least sorae pity on me shaw, 

If love it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, niind'st thoa not the gn 

By bonnie Irwine side, 
Where first I own*d that virgin love 

I lang, lang had denied ? 

How aft^i didst thou pledge and vov^ 
Thoa wad for a^e Yms mvnft\ 



3RTO M] 

BKATIOHS 



!,Oh! 

I 
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CLARINDA. 



Clabinda, mistress of my soal, 

The measur'd time is ran ! 
The wretch beneath the dreary pole, 

So niarks his latest san. 

ToVhatdark cave of frozen night 

ShaU poor Sylvander hie : 
Depriv'a of thee, his life and light, 

The sun of all his joy. 

We part — bat by these precions drops, 

That fill thy lovely eyes ! 
No otber light shall guide my steps» 

Till thy bright beams aiise. 

She, the fair san of all her sex, 
Has blast m^ glorious day : 

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray : 



CRAIGIE-BÜRN. 
Tu NB—" Craigie-bum-toood* 

SWBBT fa's the eve on Craigie-bum, 
And blithe awakes the morrow ; 

But a' the pride o* spring^s retum 
Can yiela me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowcrs and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singing.; 

Bat what a weary wlght can please^ 
And care his bosom Yncixmfm%\ 
17 z 



ISABELLÄ. 
Tube—" M^Oregor qfRtiat 
RatIno Winds aroand her b!( 
Yellow leavEs the woodlanda ■ 
Bv B rLvtr hoaraely roaring, 
Ig'abella slrav'd dvploring — 
" Parewell, liour: that Ute dU 
Sunahlne days of jnjr and ptsBi 
Hall Ihou gfoomy niahtofBor 
CbüBrless night that knawa no 

" O'er the paät too fondly wan 

Chilly grief my life-blood free 
ppll despiiir my fancy aeiieg. 
Life. Ihou bouI of evecy bleseii 
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THE WHI8TLE. 

A BALLAD. 

As th« aathentic prose history of the Whistle i 
•hallliere give it.— In the train of Anne of Dem 
•h« came'to Seotland with our James the Sixth, 
OTer also a Danisfa Oentleinan of gigantic stature, 
prowes«, and a matchless Champion of Bacchus. 
little ebonj Whistle, which, at the comniencem 
orgries, he laid on the table, and whoever wax la 
blow it, erery body eise being disabled by the pote. 
bottle, was to carry off the Whistle as a trnphy o. 
The Dane produced credentials of his victories, > 
Single defeat, at the courtsof Copenhaaren, Stockho. 
cow, Warsaw, and severul of the potty courts in G 
and challenged tbe Scots Bacchanalians to the alten 
trying hisprowess or elseof acknowledging their inft 

After manj overthrows on the partof the Scots, tli 
was encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie, of Maxwelti 
cestor of the present baronet of that name ; who, aftc 
days and three nights' hard contest, left the Scandi 
ander tbe table. 

And blew on the Whistle hIs requiem shrill. 

Sir Walter, sontoSir Robert before-mentioned, afte 
lost the Whistle to Walter Riddel, of Olcnriddel, w 
married a sister of Sir Walter's.— On Friday, the : 
October, 1790, at Friars-Carse, the Whistle was onc 
eontended for, as related in the ballad, by the pres 
Robert Lawrie, of Maxwetton ; Robert Riddel, Esq. o: 
riddel, llneal descendant and representative of Walter 
who wonthe Whistle, andinwhose familyit had coni 
and Alexander Ferguson, Esq. of Craigdarrock, li 
descended of the great Sir Robert; which last gen 
earried off the hard-won honours of the fleld. 

I siNa of a Whistle, a Whistle of wortli, 
I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 
Was bronght to the court of out ^wA ^q\.Vv^ 
And long with this WhisÜe taJlY ^oWaxA^^ 




What champloiti Tcntnr'd, wba 
The un of great LndK wu caaa 
And blaw on tha Wblitla blf r« 

m Robert, the lord oT the Caii 
Unmateh'd st the botUa, bhcop 
He drank bit poor eodihlp ai d 
Ho tide or ttae Baltu; e'er drunl 

TOuB Bobert, TletoriiMU, tbe tu 
Which DO« In Ur hooaa bu fai 
Till Urne iwbla cblaftain, aad 
The joTlal contest agaln ha«e n 

Thrae JoyoaR good (ellom, irltli 
Cralgdarroch, so fomoiia tbr wli 
And traity Olenriddel, to »kill 
And gnUiuit Sir Boberi, decp-r 
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1*11 coijiire the ghost of the great Rorie More,* 
And bamper liis hörn with him twenty times o'er." 

Sir Robert, a toldier, no speech woald pretend 
Bat he ne*er tam'd his back on his foe— or his friend» 
Said, *'ToM down the Whistle, the prize of the field, 
And koee-deep in claret, he'd die or he'd yield." 

To the board of Olenriddel onr heroes repair. 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 

Bat for wine and for welcome not more known to 

fame, 
Than the eense, wit, and taste, of a sweet, lovely 

dame. 

A Bard was seleeted to witness the fray 
And teil future ages the feats of the duv ; 
A Bard who detested all sadness and spieen, 
And wish'd that Pamassus a vineyard had been. 

The dinner being over, the claret tliey ply, 
And every new cork Is a new spring of joy ; 
In the bands of old friendship and khidred so set, 
And the bands grew the tigliter the more tbey were 
wet. 

Qav pleasare ran riot as bampcrs ran o*er : 
Brn?nt Phoebas ne'er witness'd so joyous a core, 
And Yow'd that to leave them he was quite forlom, 
TUl Cynthia hinted he'd see them next morn. 

8ix bottles a-piece had well wore out the night, 
When galiant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tum'd o'er in one bamper a bettle of red. 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did. 



* See Jdinson't Tour to lYv« 'Ac^^fv^«^^ 



Coroe-o"8 bolOe more 

. Tb.»™ «'"""■ '?^H'.'iw 



GLOSSABY. 



mäf'hhtm always the guttural aound. Th«ioiiii4 

Ba^th diphtbong oo is commonly ipelt ou. Um 

m, a tound which often occura In the Seottisk 

1«^ Is iDftrked 00, or ui. The a in genuine Seottiah 

«Bcept wben foraiing a diphthong, or followed by 

Qte aher a Single consonnnt, sounds gene rolly llk« 

Nid EngUth a In nall. The Scottish diphthong 00, 

, uhI em, very oflen, sound like the French e maa« 

Tlw ScottUh diphthong ey sounda Uk« th« 

iL 



away, aloof. 

, at • sby distance. 

above, up. 

I abroad, in sight. 

, fai breadth. 

'; äff loofy unpre- 

ated. 

)efore. 

>ften. 

off tbe rigbt llne, 

perbaps. 

'D. 

*ly, 80on ; tbe oak. 
DDy, earnest-mo- 

«n. 

uiurter of tbe bea- 

; todirect. 



Aitb, an oatb. 

AitS) oats. 

Aiver, an cid borsoi 

Aizle, a bot cinder. 

Alake, alas ! 

Alane, alone. 

Akwart, awkward. 

Amaist, almost. 

An', and, if. 

Ance, once. 

Ane, one, an. 

Anent, over against 

Anitber, anotber. 

Ase, ashes, 

Asteer, abroad, stirring. 

Aught, possession ; as, in 

a* my aughtf üi all niy 

possession. 
A uldfarran, orauld farrant, 

cunning, prudent. 
Ava, at all. 
iA^'a,aw«."^« 



r^^ t(i beut, to itrive. 


Bit, erb 


rdiu.dimiTiiitiveaflnrd 


Blü, a 1 


ri^flt, bBrefoDtcil. 


BlaBtK,! 


rmie,ofür likebami. 


»tern 


ich, a cre^^, a, g«ng, 


Blaalit, 


»5, booW, 


BUte, bi 




BlHtlier, 


szir'- __. 


Bbud.a 



itk', diinin. of beast. 
, to add fuel to Bra. 
ve, by and bj. 



]J - A . ; •>l"3 
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little while; ai 
Ung look; to look 
dly ; to shine by fits. 
:er, a term of con- 
ipt. 

Jokf fmirkin. 
•gown, an aathorised 



aar. 
[fbk 



., blood. 

e,a shred, alargepiece 

, to vomit, to gush 

srmittentlv. 

ed, g^hed, vomited. 

i, asmall copper coin. 

SS, wplntSf hobgoblins. 

ie, or bonny, hand- 

M, beautifol. 

eck. a kind of tbick 

Efloi bread. 

d, aboard. 

tree. the shrab eider 

bybeAoved, must needs 

. a hole in the wall. 

üf an anerv tumoar. 

tog,driÄing. 

kau, cabbage. 

if bended, crooked. 

bens, fern. 

, a deoUvity , precipice 

I, broad. 

idg't, reeled forward. 

c. a kind of harrow. 

lOffe, to rash rashiy. 

, broke, made insol- 

lt. 

iu, a kind of wooden 

'b for horses. 

1, a Bodden illneaa. 



Brats, coarseclotheSi rags, 

cbildren, &c. 
Brattle, a short race, 

hurry, fury. 
Braw, fine, fiandsome. 
Brawly, or brawlie, very 

well, finely, heartily. 
Braxie, a morbid sheep. 
Breastie, dimin. of breast. 
Breast! t; did spring ap or 

forward, 
Brechan, fem. 
Breef, an irresistible spell. 
Breeks, breeches. 
Brent, smooth. 
Brewin, brewin^. 
Brie, Juice, liquid. 
Brig, a bridge. 
Bninstane, brimstone» 
Brisket, the breast. 
Brither, a brother. 
Brock, a badger. 
Brogue, a hum, a trick. 
Broo, broth, liquid, water. 
Broose, a race at couutry 

weddings. 
Brnirh, a burgh. 
Bruilzie, a broil. 
Brunt, did burn, bumt 
Brust, to burst, bursL 
Bochan-bullers, the boU- 

ing of the sea on the 

coast of Buclian. 
Buckskm, a Yirghiian. 
Bught, a pen. 
Bughtin-time. the time of 

coUectinff tne sheep to 




i5- Clieep.a 
Cbler DT 

fellflw. 
[Cbiinla Ol 

gnte, 1 
[Chimta-li 

I trcmbli 

ealled, dri- Chokin', . 

iCbovr, to 

\cLal', f 

pschtn, 
t about I 

^iBitii, ci 

. „ Jelciaithiög 

ilii, (leiHrous. Cluivere, 
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tii'Mtoiale, the story 
ndsy. 

tf idle stories. 
it, tnatcbed at. 
to eleui, to Bcrape. 
d, scraped. 
9, idle Htories. 
toaeratch. 
1 scratched. 
to clotbe. 
t* having caught. 
u% jerking, clinking. 
moell, wno rings the 
ch bells. 
riieera. 

laclaver, klle talk. 
to hatcby a beetle. 
n*, hatching. 
boof« 

, tbe Devil. 
ä bamp er swelling 
r«bk>w. 
a flahing boat. 
rnony, a lock of hair 
upon a girFs head -, 

P- 
xnight. 

, «ooden dish. 

if dimin. of co{?. 

from Kyle,B.d\stnct 

ynhire. 

, a name for coantry 

u 

»hangle, qucrrelling, 

aun, command. 

the cud. 

a blookhead. 

, did cast. 



h 



Cooser, a hone kept for 

niares. 
Coot, tbe ancle or foot. 
Cootie, a wooden kitchen 

dish: fowls whose legs 

are clad with featliersare 

also Said to be cootie. 
Corbies, ravens. 
Gore, Corps, party, clan. 
Corn't, fed with oats. 
Cotter, tiie inbabitants of 

a cotta$2:e. 
Couthle, klnd, loving. 
Cove, a cave. 
Cowe, to terrify, to keep 

under, to lop ; a fright ; 

a branch of turze,broom, 

&c. 
Cowp, to barter, to tnmble 

over, a gang. 
Cowpit, tumbied. 
Cowring, cowering. 
Cowte, a coIt. 
Cozie, snug. 
Cozily, snagly. 
Crabbit, frettul. 
Crack, conversation, te 

converse. 
Graft, or croft, a field. 
Craikä, cries or calls in- 

cessantly, a bird. 
Crambo-clink, or crambo» 

jingle, rhynies, doggerei 

verseo. 
Crank, the noise of an un- 

greased wheel. 
CrankouSffretf ul ^captioas.^ 
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Crap, a crop, to crop. 
Craw, crow of a cock, a 

rook. 
Creel, a basket 
Creeflhie, gretüy. 
Crood, or croad, to coo as 

a doye. 
Croon, a continued moan. 
Crooning, hammiDg. 
Crouchie, crook-backed. 
Crouse. cbeerful, courage- 

ous. 



Daffin, merrimeotyfiDoIhbi 

ness. 
Daezty stapified, deprivad 

of ?igour or aeniioUity. 
Daft, merry^iddy,fooliui. 
Dairaea, rare, now ni 

theo ; daimen-kker. aa 

ear of com nowandtim. 
Dainty, pleasant, good* 

humoored, agreeabla. 
Dales, plaiiis, valley«. 
Daud, to tUrash, tu ubiu& 



Crowdie, a composition ofiDaur, to dare. 



oatmeal and boiled wa- 
ter, sometimes from the 
broth of beef, muttoii, &c. 

Crowdic-time, breakfast- 
time. 

Crowlin, crawling. 

Crumraock, a cow with 
crooked homs. 

Cuify a blockhead. 

Cuiiiraock, a short staff. 

Curcliic, a curtsy. 

Curler, a player at a game 
on the ice. 

Curlie, curled. 

Curling, a well-known 
game on the ice. 

Curmurring, murmuring, a 
slight rumbling noise. 

Curpin, the crupper. 

Cushat, the Htock-doye, or 
wood-pigeon. 

Ciitty, Short, a spoon. 

D. 
DAVDIE, a frttber. 



Daurg, a day's labour. 
Davoc, David. 
Dawd, a large piece. 
Dawtit, caressed. 
Dearies, dimiu. of dears. 
Dearthfu', dear. 
Deave, to deafen. 
Deil-ma-care ! no matter! 
Deleerit, deliriouf. 
Descriye, to describe. 
Dight, to wipe, to claa 

com from cua£ 
Ding, to worst, to posh. 
Dinna, do not. 
Dirl, a slight stroke or pafaL 
Dizzen, or diz*n, a dozen. 
Doited, stupified. 
Dolt, stupified, crazcd ; a 

stupid fellow. 
Donsie, unlucky. 
Dool, sorrow. 
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Dooglit, ww m were able 

I>onp, iMickside. 

Donre, stoat, darable, sul- 

Icn, Btabborn. 
DofW, am or are able, can. 
Dowff, wanting force. 
Dowie, worn with grief, 

ftitigoe, frc. 
Doylt, stopid. 
Drap, a drop, to drop. 
Dreep. to ooze, to drop. 
Dribble, drizzllDg, slaver. 
Drift, a drove. 
Droddnm, the breech. 
Drone, part of a bagfpipe. 
Drookit, wet. 
Droonting, drawling. 
DroQth, tfaint, droaght. 
Dramly, muddy. 
Drammock. meal and wa- 
ter mizM raw. 
Dmnt, pet, soar hamoar. 
Dab, a tmall pond. 
>EuliL rags, ck>tbe8. 
)uddie, n^ed. 

)ung, worstod ; pashed. 

*anted, beaten, boxed. 

ush, to pnth as a ram, 

fee. 

B. 
'., thö eye. 
lytbeeyes. 
lin', eveDing. 



Eldritch, ghastly. 
En', end. 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh. 
Ectle, to try, atteinpt. 
Eydeot, diligent. 

F. 
FA', fall, lot, to fall. 
Fa's, doe8 fall, waterfalls. 
Faddom't, fathomed. 
Fae, a foe. 
Faem, foam. 
■Faiket, nnknown. 
Fairin, a present. 
Fallow, fellow. 
Fand, did find. 
Farl, a eake of bread. 
Fash, trouble, eure, to 

trouble, eure for. 
Fasht, troubled. 
Fa8tom-e*en.Fa8ten9-even 
Fauld, a fola, to folU. 
Faulding, folding. 
Faut, fault. 

Fawsont, decent, seemly. 
Feal, a field, smooth. 
Fearfu*, frightful. 
Fear't, frighted. 
Feat, neat, spruce. 
Feclit, to iitrut. 
Fechtin, fighting. 
Feck, man^r, plenty. 
Feeket, waistcoat. 
Feckfu', large, stout. 



e, frighted, dreadingJFeekless, puny, weak. 
irits. Feckly, weakly. 

old age. Feg, flg. 

et, the elbow. \¥e\d, ivoA^ «cmäX:) « 



^^^^^^^H 


F...], soft, amDoth. 


"wiiip 




Fiiiil, üend, a petty oath. 
Fitr, sound, liealthy ; a 


FliltETll 




FJunkj, 




brolher, a IVicnd. 


Foord, 1 




Fiälu. 10 TDiike 11 ruBtling 


ForbBu 




ti.iise.tuflüsct, abUBÜe 


Forbve, 




F,r,afopt. 


Fürfiln 




Fillie-Ian.tli^nearerhone 


Forfouf 




□f the hindiuoaC pair ii 


For^BU 


^^^^H 


tili.' plDUgll. 

Till, lo miike B hiulpg 


Pou', fü 


^^^^^^^1 


FlJlnen, FloDDel. 


^^^^^H 


FItecIi, to süpplieate in a 


'3" 




Flceclid, hUppUcftted. 


Poutfa, 






more 




Fleesli, a tlei^ce. 


Fow.a 




Fits, ü rauügni bluw. 


ptcb. 




Flellier, to decoj by fall 


Frae,fr 






Fraelh, 




Pletlierin, fl aHering, 


eT\«C,i 


HH 


•Jewit. 11 siiianblo«. \?u!,iu 
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Fäd, the scat of the hare, 

Fofflto blow intennlttently 
Foflrt, did blow. 
Fnnniey füll of merriment, 

mirthfaL 
Far, a forrow. 
Funn, a form, bench. 
Fyke, trifliDg cares; to 

piddle, to bie in a fass 

about trifles. 
Fyle, to soil, to dirty. 
Fy'lt^ soiled, dirtied. 

G. 
GAB, the mouth ; to speak 

boldlv or fjertly. 
Gaber-lannzie, an old man. 
Gkidsman, ploughboy, the 

boy that drives the hor- 

ses in the plough. 
Gae, to go; gaed, went; 

gaen, gone ; gaun, going. 
Gaet, or gate, way, man- 

ncr, road. 
Gang, to go, to walk. 
Gar, to roake, to force to. 
Gar't, forced to. 
Garten, a garter. 
Chuhy wise, sagacious, 

talkative, to converse. 
Gashin', conversing. 
Gaucy, jollv, large. 
Gawky, haif-witted, fool- 

iflh, romping. 
Gtear, riches of any kind. 
Geck, to t098 the head in 

waiitonness or Bcom. 



Ged, a pike. 
Gentles, great folks. 
Geordie, a guinea. 
Get, a cbild, a young • 
Ghaist, a ghost. 
Gie, to give ; gied, ga 

gien, given. 
Giftie, dimin. of pift. 
Giglets, playful girls. 
Gillie, diroin. of gill. 
Gilpey, ahalf-grown, h 

informed boy or ^ir 

romping lad, a hoidc 
Gimmer, an ewe from 

to two years old. 
Gin, if, against. 
Gipsy, a youn^i i^iil. 
Giming, grioning. 
Gizz, a periwig. 
Glaikit, inattentive, f 

ish, romping. 
Glaive, a sword. 
Glaizie, glittering, smo 

like a glass. 
Glaum'd, aimed, snatcl 
Gleg, Sharp, ready. 
Gleib, glebe. 
Glen, dale, deep vallej 
Gley, a squint ; to pqu 

a-gley, off at a s> 

wroiig. 
Glib-gabbet, that spe 

smöothly and read 11; 
Glint, to peep. 
iGlinted, peeped. 
iGlintin', peeping. 
lGIoamin\ the t'wvVv^l 
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lUM» Am tempk, thej 

MV«; • MV» «ir gülf in 
• MMM»«Dd aoort. 
Haggii. a kiad of psddiiiff 

HajnM , •ptwd. 

EUO, a petty oath. 
Mfifin. Bomwite, epeak 

tuE withmlt thooifht. 
Hal% 9t bald, an abidiOR 
- Ifmet, 
Haie,wliole, tightyliealthy. 

Bfaliiniy a purUcular parti- 
tion-waU in aeottage, or 



. tMfMtliaoatside. 
BaSowauui, Hallow-eve, 

.thaaittofOctober. 
Buna. hoDie. 
HaäMty, homely^ affable. 
Wtmmmrdf homeward. 
Han*, or b«in\ band. 
Ba|i, an ootor garm^t 

aanüa, plakl, &e. to 

wrap, to Cover, to bap. 
Bapper, a hopper. 
a^pidg« boppbig. 
Bapt tit^w loap, bop 

fkip and leap» 
BUiUI» beafkeaed. 
bm. vcry «oana Ibieo, 
Haattt, hMlaDad. 



Hath, a iellow that neither 
knowt bow to dress nor 
act witb propriety. 

Haod. to bold. 

Hatign», low-lying rieb 
buMlt ; Talleys. 

Haurl, to drag, to peel. 

Haurlbi', peefing. 

HaTerel, a balf-witted per- 
son; balf-witted. 

Havbiai good manners, 
deooram, good sense. 

Hawkie, a cow, properly 
one witb a white face. 

Heapity heaped, 

Heaisome, healthfuL 

Hearae, hoarse. 

Hear't, hear it, 

Heather, heath.' 

Hech ! ob ! stränge ! 



j^opariy a seat of Heclit, promised to fbre 



teil romething that is to 
be got or given ; fore- 
told 'f tbe thing foretold ; 

Heckle, a board in whicb 
are flxed a number of 
Sharp pins, ased in dres- 
sing uempj ilax, &c. 

Heese, to elevate. 

Helm, tbe rudder or heim. 

Herd, to tend flocks, one 
who teods flocks. 

Herry, to plunder: most 
properly to plunder 
Diras* nests. 

Herryment, plunder ing 
datafttaXSfs^ou 



" 


''•S 


iSf 


W»', 


«rtf- 


reo' 




^ 

^ 


^«■ 


f 


S.e 




S-i 


•fesSiS 


■fr 


.«in«' 




S'*«" 




ST*» «*" 


1 



^:^^ 
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Kin, kindred ; Kin', kitid. 
Kin${'8-hood, a certain part 

of the entrails of an ox, 

dsc. 
Kintra, country. 
Kintra-cooser, a coantry 

Stallion. 
Kim, the har?est supper, 

a churn. 
Kirsen, to baptize. 
Kisty a ehest. 
Ritchen, any thing tfaat 

eats with bread, toserfe 

for sonp, gravy, &c. 
Kith, kindred. 
Kittle, to tlckle, ticklishy 

lively. 
Kittlin, a younff cat. 
Kuittle, to cudule. 
swort, a kind of^Knappin-hamnier, a ham- 

mer for breakin^ stone«. 
Knowe, a round biUock. 
Knurl, a dwarf. 
Kye, C0W8. 

Ky le, a district in Ay rshirey 
Kyte, the belly. 
Ry the, to discover, to shcw 

one's seif. 



sikof water. 
llt, a gkid y girL 
jampy Blender, 
tne. 

dodge, to tum a 
asuddentamhig. 
lattamsquickly, 
htly girl^ a wag. 
rk. 

akindofknife. 
rtoop) to bow the 

}W, the swinffing 

and pesLliug 

vf a large oell. 

ojuetle. 

K. 

law. 



Stern of 



as 



., the 
rU 

«vis, fcc. paid 
a farmer. 
, a choese, 
lecp, to peep. 
miächievous spi- 
id to haunt fonls; 
ries at night, 
now. 

k small matter. 
:le, well known. 
ted, hairy. 
:arking anxiety. 
ossapthecloilics 



LAGGEN, the äugle be- 
tween the side and bot* 
tum of a wooden dish. 

Lai^h, low. 

Lairing, smking in anow, 
mud, &c. 



a young girl, aLaitb, loath. 




e,(ir]Ielklp,iDBch. 



MalTiB, toiralwitbmeal 
Xbo', ui mend. 
Hawi^ girad mannen. 
MwitlWi, lU-bred, rüde. 

|CHilD,BIIDllltlog. 

MlddMi, ■ daogliili. 

MUdM-GRcU, buikcti fo. 

jCddeD-DoIe, > entter a 

a daoitlill). 
Ulm,prirn^fr«c[ed1yni«k 

Miiui't, mind It, Toulved, 

loteadln[[. 
Sllnni^ moUicr dam 



Uoudlwort, a male. 
MouBle, diniiii. of mau 
Huckle, or Mickle, gn 

Moiie, diiiiln, of mase. 

"DBlin-küil, hrotb, cc 
poinl eimpl; or wa 
■Jielled biirlcj Ic gm 
Dtclikin, an EDgllib p 

M]-a«1, rojMlf. 



SE 



NcBEier^klt, negIccWd. 
Nenk, Qook. 
Nis»t, neic 



aScgxo. Paughty, prondilittiiglilj. . 

i hang' P:uiky, or Pnivkie, tma- -m 



ninj, bIv. 
l'ay'l, paW, li 



Und. 


Pücli, to feicta tHH brailli 


attle. 


sliore, HS i" an Bsthmt 




PfChan, tLa Btomach. 




Pt't, a donieiticiunl »hKp, 




&<:. 




P.^ttle, to elierish. 


i! uioat]. 


PlJlllbeg!, s\,on pelü- 




coiiüworahytlieUigb- 


J for ere. 


Uitdmen. 


uperfluous, 


Pljraise, fulr ipMcbei, 




flaltery, lo fintier. 




Pliraisin, ftatl«ry. 


e leset de- 


Fibroch, .L Higbland mir- 




Bong udapced in iIk 


.druoping 


bagpip«. 


9,aur9<.'Wea 


Pickie, u binull quantitr. 


int hoDjed 


Piiie, paln, ai,f.^=m<!is. 





kPook, tu plnck. 
Poaie, to paah, to pene- 
tniM. 
Pouuie, ■ bare, a est. 
Pout, itpogit, R. ctaick. 
Pdnt, dul DDlI. 
Poutbery, like powdcr. 
Pow, tfae heicl, the skull. 
Pownie, a little horw. 
Powtber, pon'iler. 
Precn, a pin. 
Prent, Pririting. 
Prie, 10 taste. 
Frie'd, tiiat«d. 
Prief, proof. 

Prig,lD cbeBpen,((i d iap d 1e 
PrimsEc, dsmure, precise. 
Propone, to laj ao«ia, ti 
propose. 



am-etam, thoughtlus, 

farward 
Raplocli, propeily acoane 

-^th, tat nsed a« an 
noun far coane. 
Rareli;, exCEllently. 

Ration, ft rat. 
Rande, atDut, fearleM. 
Haught, raached, 

Hax U> Stretch. 

Ream. crenia ; to cre&m. 

Renmin, hrimful, fiotbing. 



KAOWBED, herb Tag- 

Kalble, to ratUe nonBeDsc. 

Bair, 10 roar. 

Baize, t« madden, to in- 



lied-wat-sliod, Walking In 
ki-.j ^i|g »hoe-topi. 

Ree, hall-drunk, faddled. 
Reek, »moke. 
Remead, remedjr. 
Reut, to atand reatlie. 
Restit, Btood reaCIve^itunt- 

ecl, withered. 
ftew, repent. 
Rief, reef, pleoty. 



Ri«r r 



I, atujdf b«g- 

Rig, a rldge. 

'"■• - -un, to melt 

le courae of tba 
xtiükVxt^^s^Va. 



i loathing, 



, HiOüg. 

'See'il, liid I 
,b,l, ,elti 



partriiige, Ke. 
o el'iile Sir 

bodj'B 

iJiU KU. 
a aentl. 



.m u »ni 



Eeclliii', lo be fri^lcd 

inta quictneas. 
IShalril, a slired, a thaird. 
'Sban^an, a stick vleft it 
I Olle and for puttins tUi 
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8ie. such. 

BIcker, sare, steady. 

~ elinsy sidelon^, slanting 
jBUler, Bilver, inoney. 
Bimmer, suinmer. 
Bin, a son. 
8in', since. 

8kellazn,a worthle8s fellow 
8kelp, to strike, to walk 

wjth a smart tripping 

Step, a smart stroke. 
Skelpi-Iiniiner, a teclmical 

terra in fenialescolding. 
SkelpiD,stepping,walkiri 



Smoother, to sraoothor. 

Smoor'd, smothered. 

Smoutie, obscene. 

Smytrie, a nunu?rou9 col 
Icction of small indivi 
duals. 

Snapper, stunihle. 

Snash,abuäe, Billin'jrsgat 

Snaw, snow, to snow. 

Snaw-broo, inelte<l snow. 

Sneck, latch af a door. 

Sned, to lop, to cut otf. 

Siieeähin, suuif. 

Snei'slnn-niill, asnuff-bo: 
Skiegh, er Skei^h, proud, Snell, bitti-r, bitinjj:. 

nice, higli-roettled. Siiick-dra\viiig,trick-con 
SkinkLiD, a small portion. 



Bkirl, to shriek.'to crv 

shrilly. 
Bkiri% shrieked. 
Sklent, slant, torun aslant, 

to deviate from truth. 
Bkreigh, a scream, to 

scream. 
Blae, sloe. 
Slade, did slide. 



triving. 

Snick, the lutchet of a doc 

Snool, one whose spirit i 
broken with oppressiv 
slavery ; to subiiii 
tamely, to sneak. 

Siioove,'to tco smoot li] van 
constantly, to sueak 

Snowk, to sceiit or .snu 
as a do|^. 



Blap, a gate, a breach in a Soitsie, liaving swcet rn 



fence. 
81aw, slow. 

Slee, sly ; Sleest, slyest. 
SIeekit, sleek, sly. 
Bliddery, slippery. 
Blype, to fall over. 
Slypet, feil. 
Sma\ small. 
Smedduro, dust, powder, 

mettle, sense. 
ßmlddy, a smitiiy. 



gai;inglooks,lucky,joll 
Sooni, to swim. 
Sooth, truth, a petty oat 
Sougb, or sugb, a sigh, 

sound dvins; on tlie eai 
Souple, flexible, swii't. 
Sourer, a shocniaker. 
Sowens, a diäli niadeoftli 

seeds of oatmeal soure 

and boiled u\j tÄ v&»k 





S|,.,.i, („diniH. 


ofsCar 




S|>ujiuc, iliü parlour. Stnp, itc 




S|iier, tD Bäk, to inquire. iSlark.Et 




:^liier't, inquired. Slarile, 




Splatler, a apiutter, to elorg 




Epiutler. Stftnmre 




Spleugiian, b totaceo half-« 




pouch. 9taw, d> 




Splore, u frolic, a noiie. Stccb, tc 




S|.rL,lde, (o äcramblD. 'StDek. h 




Spreeklcd.Bpott^ii.spBck-ISteer, to 




gpnns,aqiii<:kairinma- 


Stell, a ( 




s\s, a ScottiBh reel. 


Sien, to 




Bprit, a plant, loiiietlilng 


Stents, 




likprushes. 


anyki 




Spgnk, Hre, mettle, wIU 


8ley, it. 






atlbbla. 




■nil!-o'.wi=p, or igiilä 


;!£'e.i 




Bpiirite.'B Blick u:>«d In 


Stick an' 




iji:(?i(nj pudiling or por- 






qri.-. r, H truiv, a panj. ^iiu-f. 
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'8t!miNurt, the eighth of a 
Winchester bushel. 

Btirk, a cow or buUock a 
year old. 

Stock, a plant or root of 
colewort, cabbage, &c. 

Stockin*, Btocking ; throw- 
ing the stock m', when 
the brideand bridegrooin 
are put into bed, and the 
canale out, the fonner 
throws astocking at ran • 
dorn among the conipu- 
ny, and the personwhom 
it strikes is the next thut 
will be married. 

Stooked,made up in shocks 
88 com. 

Btoor, sounding hello w, 
strong and hoarse. 

Stot, an oz. 



Studdie, ac anvil. 
Stumpie, dimin. ot'stump. 
Struut, spirituous lifjudr 

of any Kind ; to waik 

sturdily. 
Stnrtin, irighted. 
Sucker, sngar. 
Sud, should. 
Suthron, southern, an old 

name for the English 

nation. 
Swaird, sward. 
Swall'd, swelled. 
Swiink, stately, jollv. 
Swankie, or swunfcer, a 

tiiilit strapping young 

fellow or girl. 
Swap, an exchange, to 

barter. 
Swarf, swoon. 
iSwat, did swoat. 



Stoup, or Stowp, a kind of Swatch, a sample. 



jug with a handle. 
Stoure, dust. 
Stowlins, by stealth. 
Stowen, Stolen. 
Stoyte, stumble. 
Strack, did strike. 
Strae, straw ; to die a fair 

strae death, to die in bed 
Straik, did strike. 
Straikit, stroked. 
Strappan, tall and hand- 

soine. 
Straught, straight. 
Streek, stretclied, to 

Stretch. 
Stroaa, to <pout, to p'ws. \S>;\\e,W\\\M^^*ö-^^^>"^^'^'^ 



Swats, drink, i;oud ale. 
Sweatin*, sweatiiig. 
Sweer, lazy, avers« ; dead- 

sweer, extreuiely averse 
Swoor, swore, did swear. 
Swinsje, to beut, to whip. 
Swirl, a curve, au eddying 

blast, or pool, a knot in 

wood. 
Swirlio, knajrtry, füll of 

knots. 
Swith, get awiiy. 
Swither, to hc.^itate in 

choice, an irnsolute \va- 



\ N W VVV^ \W *i\\vi\vi.vt. , 



3(1 




OLOBBAft* 




T 




Th« k llütch; thMkit' 


TV 


ivLT ki d 
1 b 


f ! 

h b l 


rap lotbing. 


T 


t1 


ta J 


dl ir g8. 




1 P 


8 


n k hiinked. 
rheekt ttiatebed. 


r 

r 


k k 

1 äi 


fool 


rii g h lojether. 
D m 1 thanueUai. 
n k i Uinate, fainflliT. 
Tl I J8,cold,dryopll- 
d pakmiofapenon'i 


1 


11 y t 


; 


ITi Üiese. 

n 1 1 t hrin. 

rh led thrilted, libraled. 

rh i U> ufftr, tnendure. 


1 


, i 1 ht 




rii V B tliaw, tn thaw. 
PI lea Black, lazy. 






m t d 


n s tlironB, a trowd. 




\^ pL 


li ir 


rh ppl throal.windpiF 
Tä w sprain, tolirlil. 


^1 



GLOSSAIIT. 



Tbad, to make a loud in- 

tennittentnoise: ablow 

prodacing a dull heavy 

soand. 
TUrt, to it. 
Timmer, timber. 
Tlmmer-propt, propped 

with timber. 
Tine, to lose ; tint, lost. 
Tlnkler, a tinker. 
Tint thegate, lost the way. 
Tip, a ram. 
Tippence, two-pence. 
Tirl, to make a slight 

noise, to uncover. 
Tiriin', uneovering. 
Tither, the other. 
Tittle, to whisper. 
Tittlin, whispering. 
Tocher, marriage portion 
Tod, a fox. 
Toddle, to totter like the 

walkof achild. 
foddlin*, tottering. 
Toom, pmpty. 
Toop, a ram. 
Toun, a hamlet, a farm- 

house. 
Tout, the blast of a Iiorn 

or trumpet, to blow a 

hom, &c. 
Tow, a rope. 
Towmond, a twelvcmontb. 



Tran8mo«j;rify'(J, trai 
grated, metamorph 

Traslitrie, tnisli. 

Trews, trousors. 

Trickie, füll of tricks 

Trig, spruce, lu-at. 

Trimly, excellcntly. 

Trow,* to believ e. * 

Trowthjtruth, » j)ptt\ 

Trysted, uppointed 
tryste, to muke ai 
pointment. 

Try't, tried. 

Tu.;, raw hi«lc, of w 
in old tinu's, plc 
traces were frequ 
made. 

Tulzie, aqujirrol; to( 
rel, to iigijt. 

Twa, two. 

}Twa-three, a fcw. 

Twad, it would. 

Twa, twelve ; twal-p 
worth, asmallqiiai 
one£i:glish peiiiiy\ 

Twin, to part. 

Tyke, a clog. 

U. 
UN'CO, ßtranj^p, unc 

very, v(Ty jxreat, p 

(Eious. 
Uiicos, iiews. 
Unfauld, uiitold. 



Towzie, rough, shuggy. 

Tüv, a very od fashion of Uukenn'd, unkuown, 

fcmale h'ead-dress. lUnsicker, iiiisiire. 

Toyte, to tottcr like old Unskaitird, undamui 

age. V3\\>NftcW\\^, mv^wqt^ 



Wo'm, we ibuU. 
Wha, wbo. 
WliBiile, to wbMze. 



Whunatanp, a wliinsluiie. 
Wiiyles, sumetimei. 
Wi' with. 
Wick, to itrike H Mone I 



»■SS 



to giTG Ihe strap- ^ 
, where ; whare'er, W 



Wbue, wboie. 
WbHtreck, nercrtbel 
WLaup, tbe curleir ; a kind 



small wbirlpoo 
WiSe, a diioin. or eudt 

;ng term tor wifo. 
Wil lyar l, basb l'ul.reien 

Wimple, to meaader. 

)t Win'c,winded,iisa bob 

a Will" wind ; win's, wim 



Whinpiii', cryinjt, i 

plunli^, frettltig. 
Wbirliglgunu, nseUa 



WhiJht, sllfiice." 
Wbiik, lo swei'p 
Wblskit, laslit»). 
Wblssle, B wb 



WintLe, a Btag-jerinij mo- 
to itiMger, to Teel. 

II.- V/m, to vi»b ; to liave a 
it BCronji (lesire. 

VTitboutteii, vitbout. 

Willcas, simple, eailly 
imposed on. 

Wiien'd, dried, abrank. 



lltKVoUB,! 



i^i-aol» ».^^*&i-i 



Woo, 


n court, to 


niikf. Wy 


love 
Wooilie 


a ropc, mor 


pro- 


or«! 


oof-iuadouf 


vitlis YE 


Wooer- 


bHb.' the a 


^,.rY.i; 


knoltod below tlie kneei g' 


with 


icoupleoflu 
wortby. 




Wonly 




WorseC 


worstRd. 


!Ypn 


Wew, 


n exclamnti 


n orVell 


wSS 


rB ur wonrier 


1 "' 


to teaie, to v 


ex. Yerh 



■Wrrath, drifted Kn"w?"^ 


lYini, rartli 


Writen, atlomevs, law 


lYokin, yok 


yera. 


;Yont, heyo 


yf'uä, msd, dintnoted. 


Yoiinel', vu 


Wu.ril.le,awimUle. 


YOWB, an c 


Wvle, be-^ile. 


Y.i»k-, dim 


Wiliecoat, aflannBUfst 


Yole, CLriä 
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